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READER: 


Courteous Reader, 
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To the Reader. 
poſed ſo as to pleaſe all 


185 et, and C onſlitus 


of he Jexes, ond is now 
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CURUELLUZVT LOVE I HINGE 


Merry Drollerie. 


MA. —_ 
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A R apſody. 


OW I confeſs Iam in love, 
Though I did think 1 never could, 
But 'tis with onc dropt from above, 
W hoſc nature's made of better mould: 
So fair, ſo good, ſo all divine, 
I'd quit the world co make her mine. 


Have you not ſeen the Stars retreat 

When Sol ſalutes our Hemiſphear, 
So ſhrink the Beauties, called great, 

1 When ſweet Reſela doth appear 3 

" | Were ſhe as other women arc, 

I ſhould not love, nor yet delpair. 


But I could never wear a mind 

Willing to ſtoop to common Faces, 

Nor confidence enough can tind 

To aim at one fo full of Graces 

Fortune and Nature did agree, 

No woman ſhould be wed by me. 
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Mirth in Sorrow. 


E merry with Sorrow: why are you ſo ad ? 

Let ſome mirth he found to make you hearts] a 

f troubles afflict thee, lament nat therefore; glad: A 
A 
E 
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For all men are ſubject toſorrows full ſore. 
Though grief be to night, yet joy comes to morrow, 
And therefore, I pray you, be merry with ſotrow. 


With what grief ſocyer a man be afflicted, 
nto over-much forrow be not thou addicted, 
or a ſorrowful heart, the wiſe-man doth (ay, 
Doth dry up the bones, and the body decay 
And therefore, I ſay, both evening and morrow, 
In all thy afflict ions be merry with ſorrow. 


Haſſ thou been a rich man, and now art thou poor? f 
Be merry with ſorrow, and paſs net therefore; 


- .  ( 

For riches have wings to fly when they Juſt, e 
Both to thee, and from thee, as God hath diſcuſt, ( 
And therefore I ſay, cc. x 


Be merry with ſorrow, the better to ſpecd: 
For God is the God of the poor and oppreſſed, 
Commit thy cauſe to him, and it ſhall he redreſſed 
And therctore I ſay, Ce. | * 
rt 


| 
Art thou pinched with poverty, ſickne(s, or need? 


| te. 
* er 9 44 

Art thou cloſe in Priſon, and lotked up faſt ? 

* be; x God titchowthaft; —— 

Believe, ſerve, and feag him, thou ſhalt never lack, 
It that thou wilt caſt hy cares on his back 

Aud therefore Ia, Cc. 
earts Art thou a Miniſter the people. to teach 
a And doit thou ſtudy wr dor to Preach, of 

And for thy labour doit thou faſtaie blame . 
ro, Be merry with ſorrow, aud ſluinłk not lor ſhame + 
OW. Such perſons, I lay, both evcuirt and mocrow; 
Ought ſtill to rejoyce, and be merry with ſurrow. 


] Haſt thou enemies, abroad, that ſeek for thy life, 
Or haſt thou at home, a ſhrew to thy wife 1 
Such ſorrows, indeed, doth a number malef, 
W, | Thoſe that be cumbred can tell their tale beſl, 

| Forthey do ſuſtain many a ſowee g90d-ruarzo, | 
But yet I could wiſh them to be mar with ſorrow. 


„ wy 


or? 


Sad make us all merry in Chriſt aur Redeemer - + 
Jod ſave merry Exgland & our Good Kir tor ever, 
Jod grant him long years, and mau to raigh....” - . 
His word and his Goſpel now ſtill to maintain; .. - 
1 And thoſe that do ſceł to procure his ſorxo w. row. 

s God ſend thera ſhort lives, not to live till to mor- 
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Maril li- — 12 2 
Amartjis ain, 
That irrleve he ſhould be plain, 
* nort ink to geld ber er, 

de proteſted © on his truth, 
Thiths would never leave her, 


If they keep thy vow quoth ſhee, 
If theu d&ſt keep thy vo quoth ſhce, 
And that now net doſt leave me, 
There's A s ſwaiꝝ in all this Plain, 
That ever come near thee, 


For Glands and Embroidered Script, 


Fer 1 do love thee dearly. 


Colt chou e thy lore, 
Pur Coin febwach Erby love, 
= Le to Prove, 
Ifere thou doſt come near me 
Amarillis feat not that, 


 * om 


Fox I do love thee dearly, head! l. 
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The Hectors and the Vintner, 


C for the Maſter, O] this is fine, (wine 

For you that have Londox's brave Liquors of 

For us the Cocks of the Hectors 

Wine wherein Flies weredrown'd the laſt Summer 
Haag't let it paſs, here's a Glaſs in a Rummer , 
Hang t let it, & c. 


9 


Bold Hectors we arc of Lon, New Troy, 
Fill us more wine : Hark here, Sirrah Boy, 
Speak in the Dolphin, ſpeak iu the wen, 
Drawer Anon Sir, Anon. 
Kalph,George,(pcak in the Ster, 
The Reckoning s unpaid; we l pay at the Bar, 
The Reckoning's unpaid, c&c. 


8 
— — 


A Quart of Clarret in the Myrre ſcore: 
The Hectots are Ranting. 7 om ſhut the door; 
A Skirmiſh begins, beware pates and ſhins, 
The Piſs-pots ate don, the candles are out, . 
The Glaſſes are broken and rhe pots flies about. 
Ralph, Ralph, ſpeak iu the Chequer. By aud by» 
Robin is wounded, and the Hectors do ſſie, 1 
Call ſor the Conſtable, let in the Watch, (match 
The Hectors ot - H»/born ſhall meet with 
The Hectors, Cc. Foy 


— 


be 
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At Midnight you bring your juſtice among u 
But all e long VL IS as the weary 2 | 
When for Vexriums you bring vs Mundunguf 


„ 


Your rectonings are large, yonr Bottles ate (mall, 
Still changing our wipe, as faſt as wee can 
Your Canary has Lime im t, your Clargct haz Stum, 
Tell the Conſtable this, and then let Hun come, - | 


Tell the Conſtable, & 6. 1 | 


The Jovial Lower. © - 


I. 

Nce was I ſad, till I grew to be mad, 

But 111 never be (ad again boys; | 

I courted a riddle, ſhe fancied a nhddle, | 
| 1 

\ 


— 


The tune docs run ſtill in my brain boys. 
2 


The Gittarn and the Lute, the Pipe and the Flute 
Are the new Alamode for the nan-boys ; F 
With Piſtol and Dagger the women out-Cwagger 1 
8 

\ 


The blades with the Muff and the Fan boys. 


J+ | 

| All the Town is run mad, and the Hectota do pad, 
| Beſides their falſe Dice and the ſlur boys; þ 
The new-formed Cheats with their acts and debates. © 1 
Have brought the old to a demus boys. KK 
E 


| * 
Men ſtand upon thorns to pull out their horns, 
And to cuckold themſelves in grain boys ; 


When 


But it is not my ſelf you ſee hoyes. 


Complere. ti 
When to wear'um before, does myke their heads 


But behind they do ſuffer no pain boys. (fore, 
n 

The Proteſtant, Presbyter, Papiſt, and Preſter Jobn, 

Are much diſcontented wee ſee boys: 


For all their Religion oo Mahomers Pidgeon © / 


Can make um be maddet then we hoys. 
6 , 


There is a mad fellow clad alwaics in yellow 

And ſomewhat his noſe is blew boysz 4 
He cheated the divel, which was very evil 

To him, aud to all of his crew boys. 


7. 
But no he intends to make even amends 
By wearing « crown of tharns boys; 
For him that is gone, but before it he one 
We ſhall his humility (corn boys. 

5 


For all our new Peers ate turn'd out with Jeers, 
The new Gentlemen Lords are trapan'd bayess 
Since the King. & no King, would pretend ta a thing, 
Which the Commons won t underſtand boyes. 


9. 
And whilſt we are thus mad, my Princeſs is glad 
Tolaugh at the World, and at me boyes, 
'Cauſc I can't apprehend what her colour command, 
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Mardike. 


| : 
Hen firſt Mardihe was made a Prey, 
'T was Canes carried the Fort away, 
| And do not loſe your Valorous Prize * 
| By ſtaring in your Miſtris cyes, 
| 
| 


Bat put off your Petticoat-Parley, 
Tame and Honour are covered early; 
| Porting and ſotting. 
And laughing, and quafhng of Canary 
Will make good ſouldiers miſcarry, 
And ne er travel for a true renown 3 
And turn to your marſhall Miſtris, 
Fair Minerva the ſquldiers fitter 15; 
Calling, and falling, and cutting. 
And ſlaſhing of wounds Sir, 
With turning, and burning, of Towns, are 
| High ſtex's unto a States mans throne, 
Let bold Be!lmz's Brewer frown, 
| And his Tun (hall o'er flow the Town 
| Or give a Cobler {word and State, 
And a Tinker ſhall trapan the State, 
Such fortunate Foes as theſe be 
Turned the Crown to a Croſs at Naſeby; 
| Father and Mother, and Siſtet 
And Brother confounded, 


With 


with many good families wounded  . 
Ey a terrible turn of State; | 
Such plentiful power the ſword has, 
nd 
| 


© little ot late the word has; 


r preciſcly — 

1 er plunder >.) LOA 

| e's he is the man that dus wiſely, I wor 
nd may climbe to a Chair of State. 


It is the (word that duth order all, a3 
Makes Peaſants tiſe, and Princes tall z wed 
ll Syllogiſms in vain are ſpilt 
o Logick like a basket hilt: 2 20 YM 
t handles um joint by joint Sir, i 1 "721" 
nd doth nimbly come to the point Sir, 1 
Thrilling, and drilling. ba 
And killing, and ſpilling profoundly, 
nt ill the deſpiter on ground lye, * 
nd hath ne'er a word to lay, 
le it be Quarcex,Quarter, 
ruth contuted by a Carter, 


Whipping, and tripping, ' 


And ripping, and tripping Evaſions 
Doth conquer the power of — | 1 


5 Gown and Chain cannot compare v0 
ith Red-coat and his Bandchers -. vi 
The Muſquets gave Saint Pauli the lurct, 


ith And 


| Wh Merry Dralle me, 
| And beat the canons from the Charchy 
The pious Epiſcopal Gown too x; 
| Taro, Tantiro, Lantaro, 
Tantaro, the trumpen 


Hach blown away — rumpet, 
And Cath 


to truck, 
Your Councellors cena 0. 
Dub a dub a dub, 
Dub a dub dub, an — 
Each Corporal now can oui- dite um, 
Learned Littleton ud goes to rack. 


Then lince the Sword fo bright doth ſhine 
Lees leave our Wenches and our Wine > 


We'll tollow Fate whicre cre the runs, 
And turn our pots and to gu 
The bottles ſhall be oy. ole — 
We will march about like brradoes, 
Huffing, and Puiſing., 
And ſuuffing, and ——_ he Granted; 
|! Whoſe brows have been dyed ia a tann- ard 3 
|| Wcll-got fame is a Warriors wits. 
The Drawer (hall be a — 
We'll be Generals al nent 
Pointing; and jointings | 
And hilting and tilting like brave 2 , 


we ſhall have gold oz-z grave bays,” 
S 


| Complete: 


A merry Song. 


F all the Crafts that Ido know. 
| That in the Farth may *** 
I Threſhing is one of the earieſt t rag” 
That belongs to husbandry.,, 


RX 


1pon a time there was a I z0n 10 IT. 
I (wear by ſweet Saint 4 4 
ad he had a wife and 77550 ee 
And other goods had he none. ,, ier og Unc? 
he was walkipt on the way, 1 
— 4 — 8 e 


here met him the divel,.t that Griſly he, 
his poor man to abide. ©. 


All hail, all hail, chen h edi, 
amgglad 0 — 1 met 85 
hat is t meſs in t Country . 
Thou goeſt ſo haſtily? " 
man, 


have a wife and . ſeven children, * the roy 

Hnd other goods have T non, 
nd I am to the Market going. 
o fetch then fomicthing hows, - 


19 271 45 3 © + ww * 
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wilt thou be my ſervant, quoth the del, 
And ſerve me for ſeven year, 


And thou ſhalt have oattel and corn cnough, 
| And all things at thy defixe, 


a" DSS @ tmh@/@< 


What ſhall be wb | the poor man? 
I am loth to bear a | 
Thou ſhalt bring a x wes ANN 
That 1 cannot tell his name, 


iIrchou doſt not bring me ſuch a beaſt, 

# The name that I cannot tell, 

[|] Then both thy body and thy ſoul | 
Shall go with me to hell. 


| Indenturcs — Cod ettants were made anon, 
And ſeale e 
The poo de to che market went 
So faſt as he could high. | 


And whenthathe came home again, 

Corn and Cattel he Had anon: 

O this was ſome Lord, then quoth the Poor man, 
For to believe upon. 


His neighbours dwelling round about, 
The deen he ha Se ub det le, 
Theyt T or 

| || He was become le rick, 


— - 
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| What aile you, what aile you, husband, quot h flicy 


; Complete. | 


And almoſt at an 
He made his moan unto his wife 
Which was his own dear freind. 


But when the ſeven years was near ep d, 


What ailes you ſo fad to be? 


| 


And roul them over my skin 


You had wont to be one of the merricſt men 
In all the whole Country. 


I have made a bargain quoth the poor man, 
Lam loch to bear the blame: | 
I muſt carry the divel a bcaſt to the Foxreſi 

That he cannot tell his name. 


If I don't carty him ſuch a beaſt , 
The name that he cannot tell 
Then both my body and my ſoul 


3} Muſt go with him to hell. 


Lie till, lie fill then, quoth che good Wife, 
Lie ſtill and ſleep a while, 

And I will bethink me of a thing, 

We will the devil beguil. 


Buy Feathers aud Lime, then quoth the good wife 


Such as men catch birds in, 
And I will put oftall my cloat lis, 


2 2 
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He wrapt his wife in Feathers and Limes 
Tillno place of her was bare, 

He tied a ſtring about her hams, 

And led her tor chapmens ware. 


He led her backwards of all four, 
Till he came to the Forreſt fide; S 
There met he the divel, that griſly Ghoſt, 
This poor man to abide, 


| (mang | 

| T have brought thee the beaſt , then quoth the pods | 
Thy bargain thou canſt not forſake: 
The devil ſtood as ſtill as any ſtone, ] 
And his heart began to quake. 


What beaſt haſt thou brought me, quoth th ediveh | 

His checks they are ſoround ? 

I thought there had not been any ſach braſt | 
B t up in all this ground. | 


I have looked Eaſt, I have looked Weſt, 
I have looked over Lincoln and Lyn, 
But of all che beaſts that ever I faw 

I never ſaw one ſo grim. 


Where is the mouth of this ſame beaſt? 
His breath is wondrous ſtrong, 

A little below, the poor man, 
His mouth all along, 


ft. a ..A4 ha 
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Complete. 
That is a mad mouth, then quoth the divel, 
it has neither checks nor chin, 

Nay has but one eye in his head, 

And his fight is wondrous dim, 


It his mouth had ſtood but overthwart, 


As it ſtands all a- length, l 


I would have th t it ſome Whale fiſh 
Was taken by ſome mans ſtrength. 


How many more haſt thou, quoth the divel, 


| How many more of this kind ? 


But 1 left them all beh 


Tf chon haſt ſeven more of theſe beafts, 
The truth to thee I tell, 

Thou haſt beaſts h to ſcate both me, 
And all the devils in el 


I have ſeven more, . the poor man, 


Here take thy Indentures and Covenants too, 
Ill have nothing to do with thee; 

The poor man he went home with his wiſe, 
And they lived full merrily, 
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0, Drinking, out of Anacrion. 


1A F= thirſty Earth drinks up the Rain, 

| | And drinks, and gapes for drink again 
The Plants ſuck in the Earth, and are 
With conſtant drinking freſh and fair. 

The ſea it (elf, (which one would think 
Should have bur little need to drink,) 
Prins ten thouſand Rivers up, 

So fill d that they o'reflow the cup. 

The buſie Sun, as one would 

By's drunken fiery face, no le 

Drinks up the ſea, and when that's done, 
The Moon and Stars drinks up the Sun. 
They drink, and dance by their own light, 
They drink and Revel all the night , 
Nothing in Nature's ſober foun 

But an eternall health goes round: 

Fill up the boalc, and fie high, 

Fill all the glaſſes here : for why 
Should every creature drink but I ? 
Thou man of moralls, tell me why. 


a one 


IS % MZ * 


* * = 
11212 112 7 ” * 


— _— 


The Married Eflate', or Adwice to 


4 
—_ — 
# 
* 


'M *Bitthelors and Maids.” 

O freind aud ro. = 1 

| To all that I know _ Le T 
That to marriage eſtate do prepaze 3 

Remcmber your days — 


In ſcvcrall ways 
Arc troubled with ſorro and care: 
For he that doth look | 
In the married mans book, r 
And read but his Items all over, + 4 
Shall find them to come 
At length to a ſum | 
Shall empty Purſe, Pocket, and Coffer : 
In the paſtimes of love, e 
When their labours do prove, MO. 
And the Fruit beginneth to kick 
Tor this, and for that, 
And I know not for what, | 
The woman muſt have, or be ſick. 
There's Item {ct down, 
For a looſe-bodied Gown, 
In her longing you muſt not deceive her; 
For a Bodkin, a Ring, 
Or the other fine thing, 


— * a 
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For a a ſcarf, ora Beaver 
Deer? and well, x 
.* Whois't cainot tell; riod, 
Thus while the Childe. lies at the, : Nipple, 
There's Item for wine, | 
had Goſſips ps lo tine, Me 
And Sugar to ſweeten Tipple x 
| There's Item I hope, | En 
For water and ſope, 
There's Item for Fire and Candle, 
For better for worſe, 
There's Item for Narſe, 
The Babe to dreſs and to dandle. 
When ſwadled in lap, . 2 
There's Item for Pap, 
And Item for Pot, Pan, and Ladle z 
A Corral with Bells, 
Which cuſtom compells, | 
And Item ten Groats for 4 Cradle; 
With twenty odd knacks. | 
| Which the little one lacks, 
| And thus doth thy pleaſure bewray thee : | 
But this is the ſport, | 
Inn Country and Court, 
Then let not theſe pattimes betray thee. 


—_—_ 
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But of all the Felts that may be felt 


The Spaniard takes his Sherry, 


The Faſbions. 
He Turk in Linneg wraps his head, 
The Perſian he's in Lawn too | 
The Ruſh with ſahle furs his Cap, 
And change will not be drawn to 


The Spaniard conſtant to his block, 
The French inconſtant eyer, 


- : 
. * 1 . 


Give me the Evgliſh Beaver. 


The German loves the Cony-Wool, 

The Iriſh man his ſhag tao 3 

Some love the rough, and ſome the ſmooth z 
The Welſh his Monmouth uſe to Wear, 

And of the ſame will brag too 

Some loves the rough, and ſome the ſmooth, 
Some great and others ſmall chings : | 
But O the liquoriſh Engliſh man 

He loves to deal in all things. 


The Ruſh drinks quaff, Dutch Rubrick beer, 
And that is ſtrong and mighty; 

The Brittain he Mertbeglon quafs, 

ThelIriſh Aqua Vite > | 
The French affeQts the Orlian Grape, 4 


Complete, 
To Purge wih ire 
He doth require 

IThus think, then drink Tobacco. 


As for the aſhes left behind, 

They fitly ſerve to puts in mind, 

| That unto duſt - 
Return we maſt 3 „ 

Thus think, then drink Tobacco. 


„ AM. th. ttc. Mk 
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The Tinker of Turvey. 


Here was a Jovial Tinker 

Dwelt in the Town of Twrvey, 
And he could patch a Kettle well, 
Though his humours were but ſcurvy 3 
Still would he ling, tarra ring, tarra ring Tir 
| Room for a Jovial Tiaker, 
He'll ſtop one hole and make two, 
Is not this a Jovial Tinker ? 


: 


He was as good a fellow [ 
As Smug, which mov d mach laughter; il 
You'd hardly think how ia his drink, 
He would beat his wite and daughter 
Still would he ling, r, 


— 


| Merry Drollerie, 
He walks about the Country, 

With Pike-ſtaff,and with Butcher, 

Drunk as a Rat, you'd hardly wot 

That drinki fo he could trudge it 5 
Still would he ling, &e. 


| There's none of his 
| — m ll inmerck, 

For he could mend ng- 

| — Skillet or the — _ 

Still would he fing, &. \ 


To toſs the Jolly tankard, . 
The black — and the pitcher, 

{ No Alc or beer to him was dear, 
To make his noſe the richer, - 
Still would he, &c, 


. 


vol ff no 


T 2 


— —— — — 
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| He'd tink betime i'th* morning 

! Before the break of day, 

| For drinking dry he was willing, 

To the Ale- hauſe he went his way 3 | 
Still would he, &. 


He knockt ſo roundly at the door, 

Which made them all to waken : 
{Who's there, quoth the maid ? it's L, he aid, 
's the Tinker ſoul, I'll take hmmm 
Still would he ſing, tarra ting, tarta ring * 


11 Tr 


1 on 
* 


Complete. \\. 
Room for a Jovial Ther, m oP 
He'll top one hole, wad) make 09, - | 11A 
Is not thisa Jovial Tinker? 

"IL *% 1. 5 F 
TAY » 341 I7” DOWN #77 * 7 
, g 19 1 - 1 
| _ , Nonſence.'' 240 

Ow Gentlemen, if you will heat 
Strange news, as I ſhall tell you, * 
Where ere you go, boch far and ner, b 
You may boldly ſay tis true. * ä + 


When Charing- Croſs was a little boy, 


| He was ſee to Ramftrd to buy (wine 3 *. 
His mother made cheeſe, le drank the whay, © 
I 


He never lov d ftrong beer, Alc, nor wine: 


When all the things in Exglend died, 

That very year fen ſmchachany — —— 
That Seti;bxry plain would on horſeback ride, 
And Paris Garden canrythe news to France. 


When all the Laywers they did Plead + "4 
| for love, and nought for gain: 1 
hen twas a Joytul world indeed. A 


blew bore of Dev kd appcs xl Spin. 


4 03 $i1::2 28 
e, {When Landlords let their farms cheap,* 


*mWecaule their tenant paid fo dear 3 


The 


* Merry Drellerie, 
The man in the Moon made Chrifterar Pycs, 
And bid the {yen Gars te cas good cheat. 


4 Il 
Without a Broker or her 
| Pauls —— 
Then was my Lord Ma 2 houſe thatcher, 
Which was a wondrous to ſce. A 


When Bf ke did ſwim on the Thatnes, 
And ſwore ves to be Juſtand true; 
The Sumners ahd Baylifls were men, 
And Peaſe and Bacon that year it ſnew. 


when every nian bad a quict wiſe, Ar 
That ede e! chide; Ar 
Tom Tinker of to end all ſtrife, A. 


1 Roaſted a Pig in a blue Cows hide. 


|| And Dae with worket mans with 
| It's time to get him away. 


[ 2% TI 


| 


And an old pair of boots, drawn on without has 
Stuſt with 


And an old horte that reels as he goes, 


1 old Souldies of the gg 


F an old Souldier of the Queens, 


With an old mot coat, aud a Maude hefe, 
And an old Jerkin t $ out at the eſbows, 10 


nd ry u 3 
And an old Souldier of t , 
And the Queens old Souldier. — 


With an old ruſty ſword that's hackt with blows, 
And an old dagger to {care away the crows, . 


And an old ſaddle that no man knows, 
And an old Souldier of the Queens, 


And the Queens old fouldier. 


ith his old wounds in Eighty Eight, 

hich he recover d, at Ii hu fight; 

ith an old Paſport that never was read, 

hat in his old travels ftood him in gteat ſteadz, + * 
And an old Souldier of the Queens, 1 
And the Queens old Souldier. 


ith his old Gun, and his Bandeliers, 
d an old head-picce to keep warm his ears, 
ith an old ſhirt 990 Wrack, 


with 


| 2 Merry rie, 
a huge Louſe, With a 1 
2 Pedler and his Pack ; 


— 


old dad N 
4 


With an old Quzan co lie by hi $ ide, lo wr. 3, 

That in old time had been pochiſ᷑ d 0 * 
He's now tid to Bobemi a to teich lis foes , 

And he ſweats by his Valour he'll have better oaths, 
Or elſe he'll loſe legs, artns, fingers, and toes, It 
And he Il come again, hen no man knows” | 


And an old ſouldier of the Queens; 27 
And the Queens old ſouldier. 0 _ 
> 2 » £23 "a rte If 
JIE to Bachelour d. 8 
F thou will know how to chuſe a ſhrew, 
Come liſten unto me, 
Il teil you the ſigus, and the very very lines I 


Of Loves Phy ognomy. Aan 


Fo 
If ber hair be brown, with a flaxen crown, 
And grac'd with a nutmeg hue, 
Boch day and night, ſhe's bet tor delight. If 
Wt And her colour cycrlaſting true. 
Fo: 


If her forchead be high, with a rolling eyc, 
4 __ that will ſweetly melt: | 


* 


Complete: 33 
The thing below is better you know, 
Although it be oftner felt. 


Eber hair be red, ſhe'll ſport in the bed, 
But take heed of the danger though: 
For if ſhe carry fire in her upper attire, 
What a divel doth ſhe carry below ? 


Ifher hair be yellow, ſhell tempt each fellow 
In the Immanuel Colledge: 

For ſhe that doth follow the colour of Apollo, 
May be like him in zcal and knowledge. 


If ſhe be pale, and a Virgin tale, 
Inclig'd to the ſickneſs green: 

Some raw fruit give her, to open her liver, 
Her ſtomack, aud the thing between. 


It her Noſe be long, and (harp as ber Tongue, 
Take heed of a deſperate maid : 


For (hc that will ſwagger with an incurable dagger 
With ſtab and a betray d. 


If her face and her neck have hereand there — 
Ne er ſtick, but ſtraight y ou go ftride her: 

For it hath been try d and never denied, 
Such fleſh ne er tails the Rider. 


—_ C 


34 Merry Drollerie, 


If none of theſe thy fancy will pleaſe, 
Go ſeek thy complexion ſtore, 

And take for thy faint a Lady that will paint, 
Such beauties thou maiſt adore. 


If beauty do write in her face red and white, 
And Cupid his flowers there breed, 

It Pleaſeth the eye, but the roſe will dye, 
As ſoon as it runs to ſeed. 


— — — —e ͤ— ö ͤ 


Fond Love. 


Ome my delicate bonny ſweet Betty, 
Let's dally a while in the ſhade, 
Where the Sun by d ſhines through the trees, 
And the wind blows the Glade 3 
Where Telons her Lover is graced, | 
And richly adorned with green, 
And the amorous boy wich! her mother did toy, 
And the Uncan never was ſeen 3 
There we may enjoy modeſt re, 
As kiſſing and merry diſcourſe, 
And ne ver controul a modeſt ſweet ſoul, 
For love is a thing of great force. 


The green graſs ſhall be thy Pillow 
Totomtort thy ſpherical head, 6 
And my arms ſhall enjoin my love ſo divine, 


* 


E pc” erer s e d en ee rere 


ees, 


And give thee ſuch bliſs by that, and by —— 


In more than a lover expreſt, 


Complete. ; 35 
And the earth ſhall be thy bed; 
Thy mantle of faizeſt flowers, 
My coat ſhall thy coverled be 
And the whiſtling wind ſhall flog to our mind, 
O dainty ſweet Lullaby. 


Old Els ſhall be thy Rockes, 

With his gentle murmurint noiſe, 

And loves mirtle tree ſhall thy Canopy be 3 
And the birds harmonious voice 

Shall bring us into a ſweet lumber, 

While I in thy boſome do reſt, 


As by poetry can't be expreſt. 

While thy cherry check pleaſeth in touching, 
rr , aig 
Her beauty in my light voice my delight, 
Oh my ſweets are caſt beneath 3 "WT WER 
Thus taviſhed with the contentment 


And think when I am here, Jam in a Cheat, 
And more than immortally bleſt, 


And thus with my mutual coying 
My love doth ine {weetly cinbrace 3 _ 
With my hands in her hair, and her fingets ſo rare, 
And her playing with my . 
We reapt the moſt happy 3 


36 Merry Drolterie, 
That ever two Lovers did find 


What women did ſee but my Love and me, 
Would ſay, that we uſe to be kind. 


ca & =» 


Grinning Honour. | 


(m 

Ay prithee don't fly me, but fit thee down by 
For I cannot endure the man that's demure, 
A pox on your Worſhips and Sirs 

Your conjeys and trips, | 

With your legs and your lips, 

Your Madams and Lords, 

bo — words, * 

With a complement you brin 

Which concerneth no thing _ 
You may keep for the Gown and the furs. | 


For at the beginning, . 


Theſe titles of Honours were at firſt in the Donours, | 
And not to the thing unto which'they do cling, 
If the ſoul be too narrow that wears thera, 

No delight — = 

— the thing calle 

4804 ſounds a well 
A> As the name with an L. 
And that with titles doth well, 
And ſouls like a ſpell 
Toaffright mortals ears when they hear them ; ; 


. 


Complete. 


He that wears a brave ſoul and dares 
Hc's a Herald to himſelf, anda God-tather. too. 


why then ſhould we doat on one with a ſools coat or 
Whoſe Coffers ate cram'd, but yet he'll be dam'd 
| Der he do a good Act, or a wiſe one; 


What reaſon hath he 

wal To be ruler o'er me 

mn by Who's a Lord in a cheſt: 

ty But his head and his breaſt 
Are as empty and baxe, 11 


Aud but puſt up with aire, 
And can neither afliſt nor adviſe one; 
Honour s but Air, and proud fleſh but duſt is, - 
It we Commons make the Lords, as the Clark 
(make the 1 ee 
But ſince we muſt be of a different ae 4 
Cauſe mgf do aſpire to be greater an a 
Than the, reſt of our fellows and brothers 
| He that hath ſuch a ſpirit, „ 
urs, Let him gain t by his merit, 7 
Spend his brain, wealth, and's blood 
For his Countries gaed, 19 
And make himſelf fit 0 
By his Valour and his wit | 
For things above the reach of all — 
Honour's a prize, and who wins it may wear 2, 
If not, it's a Bag, and rte, 


C03 * 


a 


— 


| 58 Merry DroV eric, 
t ty part let me be but quict and free, 
Hal fack and obey, and ter great ones bear (wa 
Who ſpend their whole time but in thinking; 
| PN ne*er trouble my pate 
With the ſecrets of State ; 
The news books Pl burn all: 
And with the diarnall 
Light Tobacco, and admit 
That they are ſo far fit 
As to ſerve good company in drivking : 
All the name I defire, is an honeſt good 


fellow, 


„ ** r TRE? : 


| The Hunting. 
A Fox; a fox, up Gallants to the held, | 
Lift to the me cry that ſweetileb yields; 

Fever high-bred boy rides mounted on Tun; 
Selexia makes his lafic Aſs to ruRn 
In perſuit of the chace, 
with which may none compare, 
Neither for four miles race, 
Nor huating of the hare. 

Joyn Muſick to the Cry, that hollow rocks 
May cecho forth the hun: ing of the Fox. 


The Fox hath Toft the feld and leſt the Town, 
And up your barly hill ſhowrs up and down, 


Wit 


Let's drink good Canary untiff we grow mellow. 
rf | 


ow HAT Od OR 2 


err 


With fear inſore d, weak Reynold ſeems to daunt 
The courage of the warlike Elephant; 
But hark, the Horns do blow, 
And all the huntſmen ſhout 3 
There goes the Game, I know, 
But Tickler drives him out 
Joyn Muſick, &c. 


Ride, ride, St. Georgghe's ſtole into the buſh, (ruſt 
Old ſwag- pot makes him ſtraight from thence t 
Then creeps info the vine, and there doth earth; 
ow. O heavenly cry, exceeding carthly mirth! 
Hark Youland, and Pottle, 

Old Guſquin, and Rainsbolt, 

But hark how Pim doth Tattle 

Now he's got to the hole 

Joyn Muſick, &. 


(wa 


The Fox quite ſpent, about the Town he reels, 
And now in view he's followed at the heels; 
Then climbs the tree, that climbing was his fall, 
And to that fall came in the Huntſmen all: 
Then Sug, and foot, ſwilback, 

| Cavil, and ſpeckled Dyer, 

Tols, ſwagger, aud Spendall 

Tug him through dirt and mixe o 
Now Joyn our horn and voices all, that holle 
May eccho forth the hunting of the Fox. 


C 4 
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A Song. 


H, ah, come ſee hat's here! Ht 
Young Rufxs dfawing near, Ce 
With his thoughts, and his cyes, - 


And his elevated cries; 
Take heed how you come near, 

For in a rapture his weak ſtature 
Mounts above the Moon 

And being there, doth ſtamp and ſtare, 
And (ſwear there is no room 

To contain his old brain in the skies, 
But he'll go down below, 

And he'll know if it be fo, 

Whether all the wild boyes, 

Having, ſpent their mad daies, 

Goes when ſuch men dies. 


But he finds nocomfort there, 
Back again to the man in the air; 
He catches at the Moon, 

And pulls off the ſhepherds ſhoone, 
And leaves his ten toes bare; 

Now the Youth grows mad 

ne Moon-man, that was fad, 

8 up as wild as he, 


With frowning angry look, 


LL . .LLL.:o.of{S ac mg WW Tec OO MM gol 


Cenplete. 


Stood kirding with his hook, 

And — he might be: 

He did reply, I will fly round the Globe 3 
Then make way Earth and Sea, | 
He'll not ſtay for to Play 

Conſent with him importune, 

He fears an evil Fortune, 

All his delight's abroad. 


—— 


—c — 


OO — 


A Droll. 


Et dogs and divels dic 3 


Let Wits and Money fly 3 
Let the ſlaves of the carth 
Be abortive in their birth 
Well or Ill come, what carc I; 
For I will roar, I will drink, I will whore, 
I ſpend nought but my own : 
Let ſlaves of the world be ſuddenly hurſ d, 
Or with a whirlwind blown, 
In and out, round about, hey boyes, hey: 
Let us ſing, let us laugh; 
Let us drink, let us quaff; 
See the world is ſliding, 
Here is no abidi 


Our life's but a Hollyday, 


IÞ Merry Drollerie, 


* 
— 


The Jealous Husband. 


Young man that's in love with one that's wed, lf 
E 


Which of his ſweet heart hath a Jealous head 
Hath hatched a furious beaſt, 
For Jealouſic takes no reſt. 


It is a mad frenzy that broiles in the brain, 
It fumes in the ſtomack, and filleth the vein : 
The handmaids that upon it do wait, 

Is fear, ſuſpition, and hate. 


— ſmoak of Tobacco it troubleth the brain, 
t makes a man giddy, and — again: 

If once he cry, and away , 

He taketh all kindneſs in nuf. 


He holds it a feorn hs trueneſs of love, Pe 
But woe to the woman that's forced to prove, D 
At home, and in every * A 
She lives in a pitiful 


Ifhe do but miſs her out of i ht th - 
: -rangeth about like a ight: 

| ſhe be within the one, | H 
. -hunts her as a Cat doth a Moule. It 


Complete. J * 
any be with her, O how his heart akes 

e fickles he tickles, hetrembles, he quakes3 

Zut if ſhe be all alone, 

Je ſneaks away like a mome. 


ved, Hf ſhe be abroad, and not to be found, 
cad Me hunts, and he ſcents, like 2 bloud- hound 
f he her conſort doth diftaſte, 


O how the poor fool is agaſt! 


t feaſts. and at — how he will pry, N 
He'll wiak and nod. and obſerve her eye 3 
His mops and mows he will ſhape, 

Like an old Paris- Garden Ape. 


If any do kiſs her, or kindly her uſe, 

O ho it doth vex him, and make him to muſe? - 
And plague him with ſuch a (mart, 

As gripeth his very heart. 


Perhaps he will flatter, and make excuſe, 
Diſſembling his folly,which might her abuſe ; | 
And ſeemingly ſhews himſelf kind, | 
When Jealouſie ſticks in his mind. 


FI tell you his vertues, to hold on my Rime, 
No fool is kinder for a fit or a time 3 

He flattess, he kiſſes, he ſwears, 

It is out of love that he bears. 


Merry Drollerie, 


If this be true love, I would have no ſuch ; 
I'll rather wiſh no love than thus over much 
| For thus a fond jealous Elfe 
| Diſquicts his wife and himſelf. 


I wonder what pleaſure he findeth thereby, 

| To find his own torment that hidden may lye, 
And frets like a canker in heart, 

| And breeds his continual (mart. 


He pouts, he lowrs, he looks like a Cur, 
He'll chide, he'll brawl, he'll keep a foul ſtir, 
| And (wear he will ſlit her face, 
| Before hell endure diſgrace. 


He ruffles, he ſhuffles, he frets and fumes, , ' 
He Puſſa, and ſnuſſs, and ſets up his plumes 3 
And the fool have no hurt | 
He'll call tor a Conſtable blurt. 


He fretteth, he ſwelleth, he ſpoyleth his diet; 
He ſtormeth, he rageth, he is ſeldom quiet; 
He waſtes away like droſs, 

| When none but himſelf is his Croſs. 


He mumbles, and grumbles, poor filly man, 

He whincth, he pineth, he looks pale and wan; 
ad when he perceives he muſk die 

He cries, out upon Jealouſie, he. 


Complete. 
| rather be a Cuckold, than be ſo poſſeſt 
ith ſuch a foul ſpirit that never gives reſt, 
That when the Coxcomb ſhould flcep, 
ike a boy, he will play at bopeep. 


defides the great ſcandal Jealouſic bears, 
men willderide him even to his cars, 
id boys in the itreet as he goes 

ill point with finger at noſe. 


e that's a Wittal doth live at more calc, 
knows the worſt; and doth himſclf pleaſe : 
But he that's a Cuckold known, 
May {wear it's no fault of his own. 


A wiſe that's abus d, if ſhe would not tell, 
May work out a charm to fill his big hit ſpell, 
Much better to pleaſc his mind 

Aud ſerve a fool in his kind, 


She is now his equal, his fleſh and his mate, 1 
And none but the devil would work theit debate: 
or being of two made one, 2 

It is fit he ſhould let her alone. 


And yet to conclude, though this be a eurſe, 

A woman that's Jealous is twenty times worſe- 
For ſhe, like a cackling hen, | . 

d Will giggle it out to all men. TEE 


—— — — 
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| Womens delight. 


== dwelt a maid in the Gunny-gate, t 
And ſhe was wondrous fair, | 
And ſhe would have —.— > 
Was ov with airs 
And ever ſhe cry'd, O turn, 
O turn thee unto me, 


Thou haſt the thing I have not, mu 
A little above the knee. 


He bought her a Gown of 
Became her wondrous well : 
And ſhe ht him a long ſword 
To hang down by his heel 5 
And ever ſhe ery'd,*e, 


| | He bought her a Pair of ſheers 

To hang by her fide : 

And ſhe bought him a winding-ſheet 
1 Aguünſt the day he dy d; 

L And ever ſhe cry d, & c. 


1 

1e bought her a Gown, a Gown, 

| I ras. ror all with gold : | 

And ſhe gave him a night - cap 

WF To keep him from the cold, | 
And CVCT ſhe cry d, Ecp 


Comepl ete. 
bought her a Gown, a Gown, 
Imbroutr dll wired: 
id ſhe gave him a pai tus 
to wear — > 
And ever ſhe cry'd, turn, 
O turn thee unto me, 
Thou haft the thing I havenot 
A little above the knee. 


The Druzkard. 
He ſpring is coming on, and ous ſpirits begin 


To return to their merrily home,. 
N — af tres 5 
rew ing of bloud for the year to come. 


5 
are Cowards that make it of clarified whay, 
Or drink, with the (wine, of the Juice of grains; 
me have the raſie Canary to play, 
id the ſparkling Rheniſn to dance in my veins, 


Dotards go preach, that our lives are but ſhort, 
ad tell us — wine doth quick death invite: 

t we'll be reveng d before hand; and for t 

ell croud a lives mirth in the ſpace of a night. 


hen ſtand we about with our glaſſes full crown'd, 
ill eyery thing elſe to our poſtures do grow, | 
S Till 


7: Merry Drollerie, | 
TiH our cups, and our heads,and the houſe go round, 
Aud the Sellar become where the Chamber is now. 


Come fill us ſome wine, we'll a ſacrifice bring, 
This night full of ack to the health of our K 
Till we the ſtars, and the Sun fetch about, 
And tipplc, and tipple, and tipple, a rout. 


Whoſe firſt riſing raics that is ſhewn from his throne 
Shall daſh upon as red as his own, 

And wonder that Mortals can fuddle n= 

As much wine in a night as he water i th day. 


ms 


In Praiſe of Chocol ate. 


| B jorpe lay by your irkeſome books : 
And all the petty-togging Roeks 
Leave quacking, and enucleate 


The vertucg of our Chocolate. 


Let th' univerſall medicine 
(Made up of dead-mens bones and skin) 
Be hence forth illegitimate, 
And yicld to ſoveraigu Chocolate, 


Let bawdy-baths be us'd no more, 
or (moaky-ftoves, but by the whore 


Complete. 


Of .fince happy fate 
Hath bleſſed us with Chocolate, 

. 
Let old Puncleur greaze his ſhooes 
With his mock-Balſome, and abuſe 
No more the world: but meditate 
The excellence of Chocolate. 


Let Doctor Trig (who ſo excels) 

No longer trudge to weſtward wells; 
$ for h that water expurgate, 
It's but the dregs of Chocolate. 


Let all the ParacelſianCrew, 

Who can extract Chriſtian from Jew, 
Or out of Monarchy or ſtate 

Break all their Stills tor Chocolate. 


ell as no more of weapon-ſalve, 
rather doom us to a grave, 
or fure our wounds will ulcerate 
luefs they're waſht with Chocolate. 


he thriving Saint, that will not come 
Within a ſack · hops bouzing Room, 
is ſpirits to exhilerate) 
prinks bowls(at home) o Chocolate 


% 
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60 Merry Drollerie, 

His ſpouſe , when ſhe (beit ſull of ſence ) 
Doth want her — — 

And babes of grace would propagate, 
Is alwaics ſipping Chocolate. l 


The roaring Cre of gallant ones, 
Whoſe marrow rots within their bones, 
Their bodies quickly regulate, 

It once but ſous'd in Chocolate. 


Young hcirs, that have more Land than wit, 
When once they do but taſte ofit, 

Will rather ſpend their whole Eſtate 

Than weaned be from Chocolate. 


The nut- brown Laſſes of the Land, 
Whom Nature vail'd in face and hand, 
Are quickly beauties of high rate, 

By one {mall draught of Chocolate, 


a”). «s 


m_ 


Beſides, it ſaves the moneys loſt 
Each day in patches, which did coſt 
Them dear, untill of late 

They found this heavenly Chocolate. 


> Oi 250 S032 


Nor need the women longer grieve, 

Who ſpend their Oyl, — couceive: = 
But its a Help immediate 
It ſuch but lick of Chocolate 


Conſumpt ion 


Comples 121 0 


Conſumaptionis too (be well 

Are no leſs ſoon than «vet 5 
(Excepting ſuch as do relate 
Unto the purſe by Chocolate. 


Nay more: Its Virtue is ſo auch, 
That if a Lady get à touch, 

Her grief it will extenuare, 

If ſhe but ſmell of Chocolate. 


The feeble man, whom nature ties 


Todo his Miſtris's drudgeries: : 


O how it will his mind clate, 
It ſhe allow hun Chocolate. 


'Twill make old women and freſh, 


Create new motions of the fleth; | 
And cauſe them long for you know what, 
It they but caſte of Chocolate. 


There's ne et a Common-Council man, 
Whole lite will reach unto a ſpan, 

Should he not well aſſeck the ate, 

And firſt and lat drink Chocolate. 


Nor ne et a Citizen's chaſte wife 
That ever ſhall proloag her life, 
(Whillt open ſtands her poſteru gate) 
Ualeſs ſhe drink of Chocolate. - 

D 2 
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Nor dos't the Levite any harm, 
It keepeth his devotion warm ; 
And cke the hair upon his pate, 
So long as he drinks Chocolate. 


Both high and low, both rich and poor, 
My Lord, my Lady, and his 
With all the folks at Billing ſpate, 
Bow,bow your bams to Chocolate, 


2 


8 


e 


A. Catch. 


1 was an old man had an acre of land, 
He ſold itfor five pound a, 
He went to the Tavern and drank it all out, 
ing half a crown a : 
And as he came home be met with a wench, 
And ask d her whether (ſhe was willing 
To go to the Tavern and ſpend cighteen pence, 


And —for the other odd ſhilli 


— mne OOO—_ 


The Cavielier's Complaint. 


— 2 


>» > T 
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Ome · Jack, let's drink a Pot of Ale, 
And I ſhall tell thee ſuch a Tale 
Will make thine &ars to ting: 


Complete: © 

My Coyn is ſpeut, my time is loft, 

And I this only Fruit can boaſt, =p | 
That once I ſaw my King, | 


But this doth moſt afflict my mind, 
| I went to Court, in hope to find - 
Some of my friends in Place; * 
And walking there, I had a fight IN 
Of all the Crew But, by this light, Mm — 
Ihardly knew one face 0 | 


S'life of ſo many Noble Sparkes, % = 
Who on their bodies bear the Markes 2 1 
Of their integrity, (437 7 1 „B. 2. 
And ſi fer d Ruin of cſtate 3 „t 
It was my damn'd unhappy Fate, (oer 
That I not one could ice? $".07? 4 


Not one, upon my lite, among « 
My old acquaintance, all along | 
At Truro, and before; _- Tt of 
And, I ſuppoſe the Place can ſhew 1 
— | As few of thoſe, whom thou didſt nom] 
AtTork, or Marſton-moore. 


But, truly, There arc ſwarms of Thole, * 
Whoſe Chins are beardle(s, yet their Hoſe V 
And Buttocks ſtill wear mufſʒ 


D 3 
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t <A the old ruſty Cayalecr | 
Retires,or dares not once appear 1 
For want of Coin, and Cuſſs. 


—  — 


When none of theſe I could deſcry, 
Who, better far deſexy'd i than I 
Qualmly did reflect; 
Old ſervices, (by rule of tate) 
Like Almanacks, grow on of date, 
| What then tan Texpett ? 


| Troth, in contempt of Fogtunes owe, 
Tu get me fairly out town, 
And, in a Cloyſter pray, 
| | Thar, ſince the Stars are yet unkind 
U Roy1lliſts, the may hind :. . - 
More faithful! fri ds than they, iQ 20 


- 2:4 7" 3 — 
| 
An Eccho to the Gavaleer complaint. 


_— Dick, That h ving been 
ong abroad, and having ſeen 
e ie wk, as thay haſt dong, 


ſhould ft acquaint Me with a tale 
eld as Nefter, aud as 


| As that ofPrict and 


Complete. 


Are We to learn = isa Court ? 

A t made for fortunes ſport, 
de (carce — 

For baſhfull Merit only dwells 

In Camps, in Villages and Cells ; 
Alas! it dwells not there, 


Deſert is nice in its Addreſs, 
And Merit oftimes doth 
—— what Guilt would do: 
But they are ſure of there Demands, 
That come to Court with Golden-hands 
And Brazen-faces too. 


The King, they ſay, doth ſtill proſeſt, 
ſorne a 


To give His re 
And cheri(i Honeſty ; 
But his good wiſhes prove in vain, | 
4 Whoſe Service with His ſervants gain, 
Not alwaies doth agree, | 


ar. All Princes (be they nevet ſo wiſe) 


Are fain to ſee with others Kyes, 
But ſeldom hear at all: 

And Courtiers find't their intereſt, 

In Time to feather well their neſt, 
Providing for their Fall, 
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Our Comfort doth on Time depend; 


Things, When they are at worſt, will mend ; n 
Aud let us but reflect 

| On our Condition th' other day, 

When none but Tyrants bore the ſway, H 


What did we then expect? 

| Mean while a calm retreat jg beſt: 
But diſcontent (if not ſupp ty 
Will breed — 

| This is the conſtant nate I ſing, 
1 have been faithfull to the King, 
And ſo ſhall ever be. 


— — 


The C olchefter Outker. 


LL in the Land of Fffx 
Near Cholchefter the zealous, 
On the ſide of a bank, 
| Was play'd ſuch a prank, 
& would make a ftone-horſe' Jealous, 


| Help Woodcock, Fox, and Nailer, 


B 

| For Brother Greens à ſtallion, * 
Now alas what hope, 

Of converting the Pope, n 


| When a quaker turns Irolian? 
| Un to 


Uuto our whole proteſlion, 

A ſcandall twill be counted, 
When 'tis talk't with diſdain, 
Amongſt the profane, 

How Brother Green was mounted. 


And in the good time of Chriſtmas, 
Which though the Saints have damn d all, 
Yet when did they hear 
That a damn'd Cavalier 
Eer play'd ſuch a Chriſtmas gamball, 


Had thy fleſh, O Green, been pimper d 
With any Cates unhallow'd, 
Hadſt thou ſwoetned thy Gums 


Wich Pottage of Plums, | 
Or profane minc'd-Pic hadſt ſwallow'd. 


Roll'd up in wanton Swines fleſh, 
The fiend might have crept intothee, 
Then fulneſs of gut 
Might have made thee rat, 
And the Divel ſo have rid through thee. 


But alas, he had been featted 
Wich a ſpiritual Collation, 

By our Mayer 

Who ean dine with a prayer, 
And ſup with an Exhortation. . 
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Twas meer impulſe of ſpirit, 
he us d the weapon carnall, 
Filly-Foal, quoth he, 
| My bride thou ſhalt be : 
| Now how this is lawtull, learn all. 


For if no reſpect of perſons 
Be dae mongſt the ſons of Adam, 
A In alarge extent 
| Then may it be meant 
That a Mare's a5 good as a Madam. 


Then without more Ceremony, 

Nor Bonnet vail'd,nor kiſt her, 
He took her by torce 
For better fox worſe, 

And he us'd her like 4 Siſter. 


Now when in ſuch a Saddle 

A Saint will needs be riding, 
| Though I dare not ſay, 
'Tis a falling away, 


| May there not be ſome back-ſliding? 


No ſurely, quoth Famer Naylor, 
'Twas — 2 92 
Of the Carnal part, 
For a Quaker in heart 
Can never loſe perfection. 


 Comphete, 
For {5 our * Maſters teach us, 
Though the divel 
the dive — 
The Adamical man, — 
The Saint ſtands uninſected. 


| But yet a Pagan Jury 
Still Jadges what's intended, 
Then Gay whit we can, 
Brother Green j outward man, 
I fear, will be ſuſpended, 


And our adopted Siſter. 

Will find no better quarter, 
But when him we inroule 
For a Saint 3 Filly Foal 


Shall paſs at Jcaſt fora Martyr. , 


Now Rome that Spiritual Sodom 
No longer is thy debter, 
O Colcheſter now 
Who's Sodom, but thou 
Even according to the Letter? 


Help Woodcock, Fox and Naylor 3 
For Brother Green's a Stallion. 7 | 
—— alas 2 "= 
converting the Pope, 

whens Quaize canadian =» 
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The Character of a Miftris. 


Y Miſtris 15 a ſhittle-cock, 
Compos'd of Cork and feather, She 
Each Battledore ſets on her dock, 
Aud bumps her on the leather: 
But caſt her off which way you Will, 
She will requoile to another (ill, Fa, Ia, la, I a, h, la. 


My Miſtris is a Tennis-ball, 
Compos'd of Cotten fine 
| She is often ſtruck againſt the wall, 
And banded under-line, Au 
| But if you will her mind fulfill, 
You muſt pop her in the hazard till, Fa, la, la. 
F143 | 


| My Miſtris is a Nightingale 

' So ſweetly ſhe can (ing, 
She is as fair as Philemel, 

| The daughter ofa King; 

And in the darklome nights fo thick 

She loves to lean againſt a prick, Fa, la, la, 


My Miſtris i s a Ship of war, 
| With ſhot diſcharged at her , 
The Poope hath-inferred many a (car 


Even both by wind and water; 
| © But 
# 
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But as ſhe nies, at the laſt | 
She drowns the man, pulls down hex maſt, Fa, la, la 


My Miſtris is a Virginal, 
| And little coſt will firing her: 
She's often tear d againft the wall 
For every man to finger, 
But to ſay truth, if you will her pleaſe 
You muſi r un diviſion on her keys, Fa, la, la. 


My Miſtris is a Conny fine, 
She's of the ſofteſt ſkin, 
id i {you pleaſe to open her, 
The beſt part lies within, 
Aud in her Conny- burrow may 
Two Tamblers and a Ferrit play, Fa, la, la, 


My Miſtris is the Moon fo bright 
I wiſh that I could win her; 
She never walks but in the night, 
And bears a man within her, 
hich on hig back bears pricks and thorns, 
nd once a month ſhe brings him horns, Fa, la, la, 


y Miſtris is a Tinder-box, 
Would I had ſuch a one; 

er Steel endureth many a knock 

Both by the flint and tone. 
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And if you ſtir the Tinder much, | * 
The match will fire at every touch, Falk le. A 
w 
My Miſtris is a Puritan, I 
She will not ſwear an oath, | 
But for to lye with any man, Fe 
She is not very leach ; It 
u * 
There's nothing loſt that enters in, Fa, la, la. Tt 
But why ſhould I my Miſtris call, | Sir 
A ſhittle- cock or bawble, He 
A ſhip of war or Tennis-ball, Bu 
Which things be variable 2 Sir 
But to commend, I'll ſay no more, 
My Miſtris is an arrant ——Fa, Ia, la, la, la; la, — 
— — — ——— An 
Oliver routing the Rump. * 
0 be forc, Bu 
Ill you hear a ſtrange thing, neꝰ er heard of u 
| A Ballad of news without auy lycs: T 
The Parliament men are turn'd out of door, But 
ö And fois the Council of State likcwiſe. 
Brave Oliver came into th Houſe like a ſpright, — 
| His ficry looks made the Speaker dumbe : Que 
| You mult be gone home, quoth he, by chis light, — 


. mcau to lit here untill dooms-day come ? * 
Wi 
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With thatthe Speaker lookt pale ſor fear, 
As if he had been with the night mare rid, 
Which made moſt men believe, that were there, 
That he did even as the Alderman did. 


For Oliver thought he were Doctor at law, 
It ſeems he plaid the Phyſician there: 


Whoſe Phylick ſo wrought in the Speakers maw, 
That it gave him a ſtool inſtead of a Chair. 


Sir Arthur thought Oliver wondrous bold, 
Hoping there to make ſome fiir ; 

But in the mean time, take this from me, 
Sir Ar:bur mult yicld to brave Oliver. 


Harry Martin wondred to ſee ſuch at 

Done by a Saint of ſo high degree: * 

An Act he did not expect from a King, 
Much leſs from ſuch a dry- bone as he. 


510 But Oliver, laying hands ou his (word, 
d of — him with adultery. 
Then Martin gave him never a word, 
But humbly thank'd his Majeſty. 


Much wit he had ſhewed if that he had dar d, 

But filent he was for fear of ſome knocks : 

Quoth he, if I get you within my ward, 
may chance to ſend you out with a Pox. 


Vith 
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Ales the Copper · ſmith was in great feat, 

He had done as much hurt ſince the war began: 
A broken Citizen many a year, 

And now hc'sa broken Parliament - man: 


But Oliver told him what he had been, 
And him a cheating Kuave did call, 
Which put him into a fit ofthe ſplcen, 
For now he mult give an account of all. 


It went to the heart of Sir Henry Vane 

To think what a terrible fall he ſhould have: 
For he who did once in the Parliament raign 
Was call'd as I hear, a diſſembling Knave- 


Who gave him that name you may eaſily know, 
"Twas one that ſtudied the art full well," 

You may {wear it was true, if he call'd him ſo, 
And how to diſſemble I m ſure he can tell. 


Bradſhaw, the Preſident, proud as the Pope, 
Wholov'd upon — and Princes to trample, 
Now the Houſe is diſſolved w ho cannot but hope 
To ce ſuch a Preſident made an example, 


II were one of the Council of ſtate, 
I'll tell you what my vote ſhould be: 
upon his new Turrct at Weſtminſter, 
| Therc to be hanged he ſhould be. 


% 
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Then room for the Speaker without his mace, 
And room for the reſt of the rabble-rout : 

My Maſters, is not this a pittiſull caſe 

Like the ſuuff of a candle thus to go out? 


I cannot but wonder you ſhould agree, 
You that have been ſuch brethren iu evill ; 
A diſſolution there needs mult be, 

when the Divel is divided againit a Devil. 


Some like this change, and ſome like it not; 
Some ſay it was not done in due ſeaſon; 

Some ſay it was the Jeſuites plot, 

It ſo much reſembles the Gunpowder treaſon. 


Some think that Cromweland Charles are agreed, 
And ſure it were good policy it it were ſo, 

Leſt the Hollander, French, the Daue and the Swede 
Should bring him in whether he will or no. 


And now I would gladly conclude my ſong 
With a prayer as Ballads uſe to do, 

But yet I'll torbear, tor I hope er t be long 

We hall have the King and a Parliament coo. 
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—— — — — 


A Song of Nothing, | 


— Sing, you a Sonnet that ne*er was in Print, 
'Tis truly and newly come out of the Mint, 

Le tell you before-hand, you'l find Nothing in't, 
On Nothing I think, and on Nothing I write; 

'Tis Nothing I court, yet Nothing I flight, 
Nor carc I a Pin, it 1 get Nothing by't. (men, 
Fire, Air,Earth,and water, Beaſts, Birds, Fiſh and filly | 
Did ſtart out of Nothing, a Chaos, a Den 3 

und all things ſhall turn into Nothing agen. 

is Nothing ſometimes makes many things hit 

As when fools among wiſe men do ſilently ſit | 
A fool that ſays Nothing, may paſs for a wit. 


What one man loves is another mans loathing, 
This blade loves a quick thing, that loves a flow 
And both do in the concluſion love Nothing. (thing 
Your Lad that makes love to adelicate ſmooth thing 
And thinking with ſighs to gain her & ſoothing, 
Frequently makes much ado about Nothing, 

At laſt when his pat ence and purſe is decay d | 
He mayto the bed of a Whore be betray'd 3 

But ſhe that hath Nothing, muſt need be a maid. 
Y-.vr ſlaſhing, and claſhing, and flaſhing of wit 


a ftart out of Nothing, but fancy and fit; 

ii little or Nothing to what hath been writ, 

nen tuſt by the cars we together did fall, 1 
T 
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Then ſomething got Nothing, and Nothing got all; 
From Nothing it came, and to Nothing it ſhall. 

{| That party that ſeał d to a cov'nant in haſte, 34 
Who made our 3 Kingdoms, and Churches lie waſte ; 
| Their project, and all came to Nothing at laſt. 
They raiſed an Army of horſe, and Foot, 
; To tumble down Monarchy, Branches and Root; 
They thundet'd and plunder d, but Nothing would 

The Orgaa, the Altar, and Minifters cloathing (dot. 
en, } In Presbytet Fack begot fucki a opening; 
illy That he muttnecds raiſe a petty New. Nothing. 
And when he had rob d us in ſanctiti d cloathing, 
Perjur'd the people by faiching aud trothing: 
At laſt he was catch't and all came to Nothing 
In ſeveral Factions we quarrd and brawl, 
Diſpute.and'contend,and to fighting we tall; 
Tc lay all to Nothing, that Nothing wins all. 
v When war, and rebellion, and plundering grows, 
ing} The Mendicant man is the freeit trom foes, 
ung For he is moſt happy hath Nothing to loſe. 
Brave Ceſar and Pompey, and Great A ander, 
Whom Armies follow'd as Gooſe follows Gander, 
Nothing can layt' tis an action of flander. Ka: 
The wileſt great Prince, Were he never ſo Rout (rout, 
Though conquer the world, and give mankind a 
Did bring Nothing in, nor (hall bear Nothing oat. 
Old Noll that aroſe from High- thing to Low- thing 
By brewing rebellion, Nicking, and Frothing; : 
In ſev'n years diltance — things, and Nothing- 

2 ic! 
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Dick (Oliver Heir) that pitiful ſlow-thing, | 
Who was once inveſted with purple-cloathing, 
Stands for a Cypher, aud that ſtands for Nothing. 
If King» killers bold are excluded from bliſs, | 
Old Rradſhaw(that feels the reward on't by this) | 
Had better been Nothing, than what now he is. | 
Blind Collonel Hewſon, that lately did crawl 
To lofty degree, from a low Coblers ſtall, | 
Did bring Aul to Nothing, when Aul came to all. | 
Your Gallants that Rant it in dell cate clothing, 14 
: Though lately he was but a pit ful low-thing, : 
Pays Landlord, Draper, and Taylor, with Nothing. [e 
The nimble-tongu'd Lawyer that pleads for his pay, 
When death doth arreſt him and bear him away, 1 
At the Gen ral Bar will have Nothing to ſay. 
Whores that in filk were by Gallants cmbrac't;  , 
By a rabble of Prentices lately were chac't (laſt. } ; 
Thus Courting, and ſporting, comes to Nothing at | 
It any man tax me with weakneſs of wit 
And ſay that on Nothing, I nothing have writ, N 
I ſhall anſwer ex mibilo nihil fit. ] 
Vet let his diſcreet one be never ſo tall, 
This very word Nothing ſhall give it a fall, 
For writing of Nothing I comprehend all. 
Let every man give the Poct his due, 
Cauſe then it was with him as now it's with you, 
He ſtudi d it when he had Nothing to doe. 
This very word Nothing it it took the right way 


May 


wml tt kood 


ſay 


ac. 


Complete. 6 


May prove advantagious for what would you ſay, 
If the Vintuer ſhould cry there is Nothing to pay · 


A Catch. 


Acchus, 1 am come from the ſun- ſhi ne fell 
Toyou, mad wags, the force of wine to tell, 
And from thoſe Sack-butts, Preſt from grapes of 
There's none ſhall taſte but I will taſte again. (Spain 
Sack, Sack is the thing that makes the brain rumble, 
It fools the wife, and makes the Gallant ftumble. 
Sack hath the power the ſenſe of man depriving, 
O take heed then; 
Sack keeps the wealthy man from thriving, 
Fools then be wile. 
He that in drink doth keep no mean 
It makes him lean ; 
And he that reels, 
See what he feels: 
Now in foul dirt he proſtrate falls, 
And picks mad quarrels with the walls; 
Nor ſhall his drouzic ſenſe, that lies aſleep, 
Be well recover'd ina night of ſleep. 


— 


A Catch. 


E not thou ſo fooliſh nice 
As to be invited twice; 
Why ſhould we men more incite 


Than their own ſweet appetite ? 
2 E 3 Shall 
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Shall ſavage things more freedom have 
Than nature unto women gave ? 
The Swan, the Turtle, aud the Sparrow, 
Bill a while, and then take marrow 3 
They bill, they kiſs, what elſe they do, 
Come bill and kiſs, and I'll ſhe you. 


Pims Anarchy. 
Ske me no more, why there appears 
Dayly ſuch troops of Dtagooncers, 
Since it was rcquiſite, you know, 
They rob cum privileg io. | 


Aske me no more, why the Gule confines 
Our Hierarchy of belt Divines, 
Since ſome in Parliament agree 


*Tis for the ſubjects liberty. 


Aske me no more, why from Blackwall 
Great tumults come into Fhbitehall, 
Since it was allowed, by free conſent, 
The Priviledges of Parliament. 


Aske me not, why to Landon comes 


So many Muſquets, Pikes and Drums, 
Sothat we fear They'll never ceaſe, - 
Tis to Protect the Kingdoms peace, 
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Aske me no more, why little Finch 
From Parliament began to winch, 
Since ſuch as dare to hawk at Kings 
Can eaſie clip à Finches wings. 


Aske me no more, why Strafford's dead, 
And why they aim d ſo at his head, 
Faith, all the reaſon I can give, 

Tis thought he was too wiſe to live. 


Aske me no more, where's allthe plate, 
Brought in at ſuch an caſie rate, 

They it back to the Owners ſoon will bring 
In caſe it fall not to the King. 


Aske me not, why the houſe delights 
Not in our two wiſc Kentiſh Knights: 
Their Counſel never was thought good, 
Becaufe it was not underſtood. _ 


Aske me no more,why Laſey goes 

To ſeize all rich meu as his toes, 
Whilſt Country Farmers ſigh aud ſob, 
Ycomen may beg when Kings do rob. 


Aske me no more, by what ſtrange fight 
Londons Lord Major was made a Knight, 
Since there's a ſtrength, not very far, 

Hath as much power to make, as mar. 

E 4 
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Aske me no more, why in this age 

I fing ſo ſharp without a cage: 

My anſwer is, I need not fear, 

Since England doth the burden bear: 


Aske me no more, for I grow dull, 

Why Hotbam kept the Town of Hull: 

This anſwer I in brict do ling, 

All things were thus when Pim was K 


— — 


Wwe ö 4 


A Seſſionf ef wit. 


4 A Seſſion was held the other day, 

And Apollo was at it (they ſay:) 
The Laurel, hath been ſo long perſerv'd, 
Was now to be given to him beſt deſerv'd. 


Therefore the Wits of the Town came thither, 
"T was ſtrange to ſee how they flock together; 
Fach, firongly contident of his own way, 

That day thought to carry the Laurel away. 


There was Seldex, and he ſate cloſe to the Chait; 
Wainman not far off, which was very fair 
Sands with Townſend, for they kept no order; 


Digby and Shillingworib a little further, 
There 


— — — 


mne 


a 
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There was Lacan Tranſlator too, and he 

That made God ſpeak fo big in's Poetry 3 
Selwin, and Waller, and Bareleti both the Brothers, 
FackV anghan, and Porter, and divers others, 
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The firſt that broke ſilence was good old Ben, 

Prepar'd betore with Canary wine, 

And he told them plainly, he deſerv'd the Bayes, 

For his were call'd Works when others werecall'd 
(Plaies. 

Bid them remember how he had purg d the Stage 

Oferrours that had laſted many an Age 3 

And he hoped they did not think the Silent woman, 

The Fox, and the Alchymijt out - done by no man. 


Apollo ſtopt him there, and bid him not go on, 
"Twas merit, he ſaid, and not preſumpt ion, 
Muſt carry't ; at which Ben turn d about, 

And in great choler offered to go out. 


But thole that were there thought it not fit 
To diſcontent fo ancient a wit, 

And therefore Apollo call'd him back again, 
And made him mine Hoſt of his own new Inne. 


Tom Carew was next, but he had a fault 

That would not well ſtand with a Lawreat 3 

His Muſe was hide-bound, and the Iſſue of s brain 
Was ſeldom brought fo; th but with trouble and — | 
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And all that were preſent there did agree 

A Laurcat Muſe ſhould be cafic and free; (Grace 
Yet ſure twas not that, but twas thought that his 
Conſider d he was well he had a cup-bearers place. 


Will. Davenaxt aſhamed of a fooliſh mischance, 
That he had got lately traveling into France, 
Modeſtly hoped the handſomnceis of 's Muſe 
Might any deformity about him e xcuſe. 


And ſurely the company would have been content 
If they could have found any precedent, 

But in all there Records, cither in Verſe or Proſe, 
There was not ene Laurcat without a Noſe. 


To Vill Bartlet Care all the Wits meant well, 

But firſt they would ſee how his Snow would (ell : 
Will ſmil'd, and ſwore in their Judgments they went 
That concluded of merit upon ſuccels. (lets, 


Suddenly taking his place agen, 
He gave way to Selwin, who ſtraight ſtept in, 


That Ap» himſeli ſcarce kue him yet. 
Toby Matbews, (pox on him )what made he there 
Was whiſpering nothing in ſome bodies care 3 
When he had the honour to be nam'd in Court, 
Bur, Sir, you may thank my Lady Carliſt tor't. 


For 


Bur, alas, he had been ſo lately a wit 


i 
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For had not her Character furniſh'd you out 
with ſomcthing of handſome, without all doubt, 
You and the ſorry Lady-Muſe had been 

In the number of thoſe that were not let in. 


In from the Court two or three come in, 


And they brought Letters ſorſooth rom the Queen; 
Twas difcreetly done; for it th had come 
Without them, th' had ſcarce been let into the room. 


This made a diſpute, for tas plain to be ſcen 

Each man had a mind to gratiſie the Queen: 

But Apollo himſelf could not think it fit: (wit. 
There was difference, he ſaid, betwixt fooling and 


Suchling was next call'd but durſtnot appear, 


But ſtraight one whisper'd Apollo inthe car, 
That of all men living he car d not for t, 
He lov d not the Mules fo well as his ſport. 


And priz'd black eyes, or a lucky hit 

At bowls, above all the Trophies of wit; 
But Apollo was angry, and publickly ſaid, 
'Twere ht that a ine were ſet upon's head. 


Wat Montague now ſtood forth tohis trial, 
And did not ſo much as ſuſpe a denial; 
But wiſe Apollo asked hin firſt of all, 

It he underſtood his own Paſtoral: 
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For if he could do t, *twould plainly appeare 

He underũood more than any man there, 

And did merit the Baye above all the reſt, 

But the Aſonſiewr was modeft, and filence confeſt, 


Daring theſe troubles, in the croud was hid. | | 
One that Apollo ſoon miſs d, little Cid. 

And having ſpide him, call'd him out of the throng, 
And advis'd him in his car not to write ſo ſtrong, 
Then Marre was ſumtmon d, but it was urg'd,that he 
Was chief already of another company. 


Hales ſate by himſelf, moſt gravely did ſmile, | 
To ce them about nothing keep ſuch a coile ; 
Apollo had ſpide him, but — his mind, 


Paſt by, and call'd Faxlkland, that fate juſt behind. 


But he was of late ſo grown with divinity, 

That he had almoſt forgot his Poetry, 

Though, to ſay the truth ( and Apollo did know it) 
He might have been both his Prieſt and his Poct. 


At length, who but an Alderman did appear, 
At which Vill Davenant began to ſwear; 
But wiſer Apollo bade him draw nigher : 
And when he was mounted alittle higher, 


He openly declared, that it was the beſt ſign 
Ot good ſtore of Wit, to have good ſtore of __ , 
J 7 10 n 
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And, without a Syllable more or lefs ſaid, 
He put the Laurel on the Alder man: head. 


At this all the Wits were in ſuch a maze, 

| That for a good while they did nothing but gaze 
One upon another 3 not one in the Place 

ng, But had a diſcontent writ at large in his face. 

"he 4 Only the ſmall ones cheared up again, 

* — hope, as twas —_ ot borrowing 3 
But ſure they were our, for he forfgits his crown 
When he lends to any Poet about the Town, 


—— — 
— * 
— 


The way to wooe a xealous Lady. 


— unto a Puritan to wooe, 

And roughly did ſalute her with a kiſs ; 
Ide ſhov'd me from her when I came unto 
Brother, by yea and nay I like not this: 

And as I her with amorous talk ſaluted, 

My Articles with ſcripture the confutd. 


She told me that 1 was too much prophane, 
And not devout neither in ſpeech nor getture ; 
And I could not one word anſwer again, 

Nor had not ſo much grace to call her Siſter 3 
for ever ſomething did offend herthere, 

nd JEither my broad beard, hat, os my long hair. 


My 


— . ——t—-n— — 


78 Merry Drollerie, 


My Band was broad, my Parrel was not plain, 
My Points and Girdle made the greateſt ſhow , 
My Sword was odious, and my Belt was vain, 
My Spaniſh ſhoce was cut too broad at toe ; 
My Stockings light, my Garters ty d too long, 
My Gloves pertum'd, and had a ſcent too itroug-. 


_— 


L left my on Miſtris for a ſpace, 

And to a {nip (nap Barber ftraight went I; 
I cut my hair, and did my corps uncaſe 
Of Parrels pride that did offend the eye 3 
My high crown'd Hat, my little beard allo, | 
My pecked Band, my Shooes were ſharp at toe. 


m— 


m_G A AnAS Sw ACE A 


Gone was my Sword, my Belt was laid aſide, 
And I transform'd both in looks and ſpeech ; | 
My Parrel plain, my Cloak was void of pride, 
My little Skirts, my metamorpho['d breech, 

My Stockings black, my Garters were ty d ſhorter, | ( 


My Gloves no [cent 3 thus march d I to her Porter. V 

Ti 
The Porter ſpi d me, and did lead me in, If 
Where his {weet Miſtris reading was a chapter: II 
Peade to this houle, and all that are therein, Fin 


Which holy words with admiration wrapt her; 
And cver, as I came her ſomething nigh, 
She, being divine.turn'd up the white of th eye. Tr 


Quoth WI 
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Quoth I, dear ſiſter, and that lik d her well; 

I kiſt her, and did Paſs to ſome delight, 

She, bluſhing, ſaid, that — — men would tell; 
Quoth I I'll be as filent as the night; 

And leſt the wicked now ſhould have a fight 

| Of what we do, faith, I'll put out the light. 


Odo not ſwear, quoth ſhe,but put it out, 

| Becauſe that I would have you fave your oath, 

In truth, you ſhall but kiſs me without doubt; 

In troth, quoth I, here will we reſt us both; 

| Swear you quoth ſhe, in troth ? Had you not ſworn 
Id not have don't but took it in foul ſcorn, 


——_—— 
— — — oy 
— — 


| The Apoſtate World. 


62 Lord what a paſs is this world brought to, 
Moſt men have forgot to be honeſt and Juſt; 
When ſhall one find a triend to be honeſt and true 
That with his chief ſecret he only may truſt 1 
It thou hadſt abundance of money to ſpend, 
Then every man will be accounted thy friend 3 (cay 
Find one that will love you where wealth doch de- 
; You'd as ſoon find a needle in a bottle of hay. 


True friendſhip is now adaies cunning, and waining, 

And every one Icarns to ſhift for himſclſe; 

och What man will not fallific friendſhip for gaining, 
Aad 
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And wrong his beſt friend for lucre of pelf ? 
There was once a time when a friend tor a friend 
Would ever be conſtant his life for to ſpend ; 
But he that will find ſuch a friend at this day, 


Had as good ſeck, c. » : 
There's many will hang on you while yon have coyn | l 
And ſwear they will venture their lives for your A 
But to any task, it you them enjoyn, (fake: | P 
They'll {wear and protck they'll it undertake, | T 
But it by miſhap you be brought to a Pinch, (inch, | F 


Though they promiſe an ell, twill ſcarce prove an 
But find out a friend that will do and not ſay, * 
You'd as ſoon had, &c. 


For love is not known, but extremity ſhews, 
For one Brother darcs hardly truſt another 

With any thing but what he cares not who knows; | Th 
It thou haſt not money nor means of thine ou, 


For in this age one dare not truſt one another, \ 
Uk, 


In thine extremity true friendſhip is known 3 Eli 
If thou liveſt in debt, find one that will good (ay, Me 
You'd as ſoon tind, &c. If 
Tog 


There's many a Lawyer will protniſe his Client 

To finiſh his bulineſs in the next Term 

To tinger your moncy he'll ſhew himſelf plient, 
Aud vows that nothing but truth he'll explain 3 
Aud thus ht will feed you with hopes to do 9 | 
When 


21 


Complete: | 
When he means as falſe as the divel of hell; 


Find one that will finiſh your Sait ina day, 
You'd as foon find, & e. 


* And thus you may ſee hat an intricate matter 
It is to ſind truth in a World of deceit ; 
| It is counted but complement to face and to flattet 

ir | And politick wiſdom to coe and cheat 

„ Plaindealing ine wel, but he that dothi uſẽ it, 

They ſay, dies a beggar, therefore men refuſe it ? 
g Find one that will deal upright, nay, good Sir ſtay, 

15 Ard frſt find a necdle in a bottle at hay. 


— — 


— — — 


I uſt def, cribed. 


Alking abroad in 2 morning, 
Where Vemur her (elf was adorning ; 
[ keard a bird ſing to welcamt the Spring, 
$3 Þ| Their muſick ſo ſweetly according 


Tliftened unto therm, 

Me thoughts a voice did ſummoti 

Lipide au old whote, and a lufty young rogue 
Together as they late z wooing, 


She tickled hirn under the fides 
To make their courage coming 


dhe hoyſted her thighs, and ſhe twinkled = 
ll, ron adainty r curious old Woman * Wo 
vhea od 11 
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If Venus and Mars fo ftout 

Had joyned together in battle, 
There could not have been more claps& more bangs, 
For he made her old buttocks to rattle. 


She gave him a lift for his thruſt, 
And catcht him as he was a ; 
And ever ſhe cry'd, you luſt young rogue 

Will you murder a poor old woman? 


She found that his ſpirits were ſpent, : 
And that he was no more a — p 
She gave him five e ea recruit, | 3 

E 


And was not this a fin e lufty old woman ? 


— — — | x 

| . : A 

: TI: 15 4 

Eighty Eigbt. a. 

N Eighty Eight, e'er I was born, WI 

As I can well remember, An 
In Augaſt was a Fleet of Spain, | Ou; 
A month befote September. | An 
Lisbona, civill Portingab. . 4 At 7 
Tolledo, and Germados 242 Wha 
They all did meet, and made a Fleet, z. For 
And Teakd it the Armode * Did i 


: 
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They came with great proviſion, 

As Muttons, Beet and Bacon 

2 Some (aid, ſome Ships were full of Whips, 
But I think they were miſtaken. 


There was a little man in Spain, 
He ſhot well in a Gun a, 

Don Pedro hight, as black a Wight 
As the Knight of the Sun a. 


They had ten men to one of ours, 

And yet to do more harm a, 

They ſaid they would not come alone, 
But with the Prince of Parma. 


— wing Philip made him General, 
Aud bid him not to ſtay a, 
But to deitroy both man and boy, 
And ſo to come away a. 


When they had fail'd alongttic ſeas, 
And anchor'd betore Dover, 

Our Engliſh men did boord them ther, 
Aud caſt the Raſcals over. 


At Tilbury there lay the Queen, 

What would you more deſire? 

For whoſe ſweet ſake Sir Francis Dralę 
Did ſet them all on hire, 
F 2 
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They ran away about England, 
About Scotland alſo a, 


| Till they came to the Iriſh coaſts, 
| Where they had many a blow a. 


| 
| 


The Iriſh man did ding them then 1 
And one man flew threeſcore a, d 

| And had they not then run away, 
They ſurely had ſlain more a. 


| 
7 
Then let them never brag nor boaſt, | : 
For if they come again a | 
They had beſt take heed, leit that they {peed , 
As they did they know when a, — 
Lowes Follie. | I 
: T 
N Ay out upon this fooling for ſhame Ar 
Nay Pith, nay he, in faith y ou are to blame . 
Nay come, this fooling muſt not be; An 
Nay piſh, nay fe, you tickle me. Th 
An 


Nay out upon't in faith I dare not do't 
I'll bite, I'll ſcratch, I'll ſqueak, I'll cry out; Ful. 
Nay come, this fooling muſt not be; 
Nay piſh, nay he, you tickle me. 


Complete. . 35 
Your Buttons ſcratch me, you y band, 


You hurt my thighs, Pray take away your hand; 
The door ſtands ope that all may ſec, a 
Nay piſh, nay he, you tickle me. 


q When you and I ſhall meetin aplace 
Both together face to face, 

I'll not cry out, nay you ſhall ſee, 
1 Nay pich, nay fie, you tickle me, 


But now I ſee my words are but vain, 
For I have done, why ſhould I complain? 
Nay to't again, the way 15 free, 

Since it's no more, pray tickle me. 


——̃— — 


A Song. 


F every woman were ſcrv'd in her kind, 
And every man had his due deſert, 
The rooms in Bridewel would be well lin d. 
And a Coach could not paſs the ſtscets for a Cart, 
et lama little vex'd at the heart, 
| And fain I would have my grief to be known, 
The Punck would have me to play a kind part, 
And to father a child that is none of mine own: 


Full ſeventeen months I croſt the ſeas, 
Mean time I was croſt as much on the land, 
-F 2 For 
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For all this whileſhe ſate gt her caſe, 
And had her companious at her command ; | 


There was never a Gallant but gave her his hand, 

And ſaid, it was pitty ſhe ſhould he alone, 

And now they would have me ſubſcribe to a bond, 
And to father a child, &c. 


Let every father take care For his Child, 

And ſeck to provide for the Mother and that; 
Aithough I am a Buck, I am not fo wild 
To naile up my horns for another mans hat; 
I'll never grieve, but let it pals, 
Since tis my fortune to be overthrown, | ( 
Although I am an Oxe, I'll ne'er be an AfG 
To tather a child, Cc. 


A man may be made a Cuckold by chance, 
And put out another mans child to nurſe, v 
And hood winke his Barn with ignorance, 
But he that's a Wittall is ten times worſe; 
And he that knows his croſs and his curſe, M 
And ſtill will be led by a Strumpets moan, 
May fit and ſell horns at Britains Burſc; 
And father a child, ce. 


And if you will be my judge, Fo 
Is net that man wondrous baſe, 

To be another mans ſlave and his drudge, 
And ſell all his credit for difgrace ; 


- 
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Nor was I ever ſprung t re, 

To call that my ſeed x bath ſown; 
Nor I'll never look King Charlat in the face, 


IfI father a child that's none of my own. 


— — 
— — 


a 


K +> 


The Fire on London Bridge, &c. 


— Chriſtian people all give car, 
Unto the grief of us, 

| Caus'd by the death of three children dear, 
The which it hapned thus. 


And cke there befell an accident, 
By fault of a Carpenters Son, 

Who to Saw chips his ſharp Axe lent, 
Woe worth the time may Ln. 


May London ſay, woe worth the Carpenter, 
And all ſuch block-head fools, 

Would he were hang d up like a Serpent here, 
For jeſting with edg- tools. 


For into the chips there fell a ſpark, 
Which pat owt in ſuch flames, 
That it was known into Southwark, 
Which lives beyond the Thames. 
F 4 For 
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2 Loe the 1 


a hig b 5 

with watet undern | 

O'er which as many fiſhes fly, " 

* As birds therein do hreath. 

And yet the fire conſum'd the Bridg, T 

Not far from place of landing, | 

And though the — was full big. T 
It fell down not with ft anding. 

And eke into the water fell, 4 
So many Pewter diſhes, 

That a man en ight have taken up very well, Bu 
Both hd and re aſted Fiſhes. 

And thus the Bridge of London Town, He 
For building that was fumptuous, 

Was A!! by fire H brut dow n, Tt 

Fer being too cotumptuous. 

end thus you have all, but half my ſong, Of 
Pray I to what comts after; 

For now I have coul yau with the Fire, Wi 
Il warm you with the Water. C 

Tu ten you what the Rivers name is, Ob! 
Where theſe children did ſlide -a, I 

It was fair London, ſwitteſt Thames, gþ 


That keeps both time and Tide-s- 


All 
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All on the tenth of January, 
Io the wonder of much People 
'Twas frozen o'er that well twould bear, 
Almoſt a Country Steeple. 


Three children ſliding thereabouts 
| Upon a place 00 thin, 
That ſo at laſt it did fall owt, 

That they did all fall in. 


A great Lord there was that laid with the King, 
And with the King great wager makes: 

But when he ſaw he could not win, 
He figh't,'and would have drawn ſtakes. 


He ſaid it would bear a man for to ſlide, x 
And laid a hundred d; 

The King ſaid it would break, and fo it did, 
For three children there were drown'd. 


Of which ones head was from his Sh,ẽi 
Ers ſtricken, whoſe name was Fobn, 

Who then cryd' out as loud as he could, 
O Lon-a,Lon-a, London. 


Ob tut tut turn from thy ſinful race, 
Thus did his ſpeech decay: 

I wonder that in ſuch a caſe, 

He had no more to ſay. 
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And thus being drown'd, lack, alack, 
The water ran down there throats , 


Before they could get any Boats. 


Ye Parents all that children have, 
And ye that have none yet, 
Preſerve your children from the grave, 
And teach them at home to fit, 


For had theſe — Sermon been, 
Or elſe u 5 

Why then — — 9 been ſcen, 
It that they had been drown! d. 


Even asa Huntſman ties his dogs, 
For fear they ſhould go from him, 
So tye your children with ſeverities clogs, 
_ Unize-'um and you'l and um 


God bleſs our Noble Parliament, 
Aud rid them from all fears, 

God bleſs all th Commons of this Land, 

And God bleſs ſome 0'th' Peers. 


And ſtopt their breaths three hours by the Clock, 


Complete. 


— 


ACatch. 


7 Ome my Daphne, come away, , 
£4 We do walte the Chriſtal day o 
Tis Strephon calls: What would my Love? 
Come follow to the Mirtle Grove, 

Where Venus (hall Prepare 

New Chaplets for thy hair. 
Were I that up within a tree, 
I'd rent the bark to follow thee ; 

My ſhepheard make haſte, 

The Minutes fly too faſt. 


— 
— 


In thoſe cooler —— will J. 
Blind as — — kils thine eye 3 
On thy boſome there I'll firay, 
In that warm ſnow who would not loſe their way 3 
We'll laugh, and leave the World behind ; 

The Gods themſelves that (ce, 

Shall envie thee and me 
And never tind ſuch joys 
When they embrace a Deity. 
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! 


The Beggar, a Catch. 


1 your Caps and cares away, 
This is the Beggars holliday ; 


At the crowni our Ki 
Thus we —— thus we ſing j 
Be it peace, or be it war, 
Here at liberty we are, 
And enjoy our peace and reſt, 
To the Field we are not preſt, 
Nor be raiſed in the Town 
To be troubled with a Gown. 


In this world behold and ſee, 
Where's ſo happy a King as he? 
Where's the Nation lives ſo free , 
Or ſo merry as do we? 
Hang up the Officers we cry, 
And your Maſters we dehe 
When the Subſidy daies encreas'd 
We are not a penny ſeas d; 
Nor will any go to law 
With the r for a ſtraw ; 
All which happineſs, he brags 
He doth owe unto his rags, 


.. mim ——B———ĩ—ů— ——ů ůðr̃æ —— 2 — 
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The Scorch I ar. 


Hen firſt he Scottiſh War began (& Pike, 
W The Engluh man, we did — with pellit 
The bonny blythe and cunni (lik#3 
Had then a plot, which they di — well ſmel), if's | 
Although he could neitker write nor read, | 
Yet our General Laſhly crofs'd the Twerd 
With his gay gangh, of Blew-caps all, 
Along we marcht with our General : 

We took Nerv · Caſtle in 4 trice, 

But we thought it had been paradice, 
They did look, all ſo bonny and gay. 
Till we took all, their Pillage away. 


Then did we freight to plundering fall (day: 
Of great & ſtnall, tor we were all moſt Valiant that 
And Jinayin a Satten Gown, the beſt in _= Town, 
From heel to Crown was gallant and 

Our filks and ſweets made ſuch a ſin 

Next day we knew got one another: 

For Isckje did neverſo ſhine, 

And Tinny was never ſo fine; 

A geud faith agata ged — 

But it's beat into a blew-ca 

By a Red-coat, that did ill eng cry, 3 

And a red ſnowta the Deel aw the Crag, 


be 


The 
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The Engliſh raiſed an Army Rreightr (well! 
With mickle ſtate, & we did wait to face theru as 
Then cvery valiant muſqu t- man put tire in pan, 
And we began to lace them as well; 
But before tic ſparks were made a Cole | 
They did every man pay for his Pole; ol 
Then their bought land we lent them agen, 
Anto Scotland we wrut with our meu; ; 
- we c paid hy all, both Peaſant and Prince, 
ut I think we have ſoundly paid for it ſince, 
For our Silver is waftcd, Sir, all, ne © 
And our Sflks hang in Woytminfter Hall. 


The godly Presbyterian, that holy man, ] 
The war began with Biſhop and King, 

Wherc we like waiters at a Feaſt, thing, Þ T 

T 

St 

L 


But not the leaft of all the gueſt, muſt diſh up the 
We did take a Covenant to pull down | 
The Crofs, the Croſict, and the Crown, 

With the Rochet the Biſhop did bear, : Bi 
And the Smock that his Chaplain did wear? A 
But now the Coveuant's gone to-wrack, 
They lay,it looks like an old Almanack, 
For loc bie is grown out of date, 

And lenny is thrown out of late 


I muſt conſeſs the holy firk did only work 
Upon our Kirk tor ſilver and meat, 
Which made us come with aw our broods, 


5 


Venter 


5 
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Our backs mow and bellies muſt dye; 


I curſe all your Silver and Gold. 4 


Complete. 


Venter our bloods for aw your goods, to pilfer a 
But we (ce what covetouſneſs doth 2 (cheat 
For we loſt our ſelves when we fold our King; 

And alack now and welly we cry, , 


we fought for food, and not vain-glory, 
And ſo there's an end of a Scottiſh mans ſtory; 


Aw the worſt tale that ever was told. | 


th. — ————. : — 


The Zealous Puritan. 


Y Bretheren all attend, 
And liſt ro my relation: 
This is the day mark what Hay, 
Tends to your renovation 3 
Stay not among the Wicked, 
Leſt chat with them you periſh, 
But let us to New-England go, | | 
And the Pagan People cherith ; | 
Then for the truths ſake come along, come along 
Leave this place of Superſtition : 
Were it not for we, that the Brethren be, 
You would fink into Perdition. -- - 4 


There you may teach our hymns 
Without the Laws controulment: 
We need not fear the Biſhops there, 
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Ver Spiritual-Courts inrontment 3 
| Nay, the Surplice ſhall not fright us; 
Nor ſuperſtitious blindneſs; 
Nor (ſcandals rife when we diſguiſe, 
And our Siſters kifs in kindnets 
Then ſor the truths ſake, &c. 


| For Company I fear not, 

There goes my Colin Hannah 

| And Ruben, ſo perſwades to go 

My Coſin Foyce, Suſanna, 
With Abigaland Faith, 

And Rath, no doubt, cones atter, 
And Sarah kind, will not ſtay behind, 


My Colin Conſtance Daughter ; 
Then tor the truth, &c. 


Now Tom Tyler is prepared, 
| And the Smith as black as a coal; 
| Relpb Cobler too with us will go, 
| For he regards his foul 
And the Weaver, honeſt Si, 
With Prudence, Licobs Daughter 
| And S2rab, (he, and Barbary 
Profeſlcth to come after ; 
Then for the truth, &c. 


| When we, that are elected, 
Arrive iu that fair Country, 


Complete. 
Even by out faith, as the Brethren ſaith, 
we will not fear our entry; 
The Pſalms ſhall be our Muſick, 
And our time ſpent in expounding, 
Which in our zcal we will reveal 
To the brethrens joy abounding 3 

Then for the truths — e. 


* 
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A merry Song. 


Ome let us drink, the time invites, 
Winter and cold weather, 
For to pals away long nights, 
And to keep good Wits together 
Better far > ws. ards or dice, 
Or Iſoacs ball, that quaint device, 
Made up of tau and ſcather. 


Of great actions on the ſeas 
We will nc'er be Jealous 3 
Give us liquor that will pleaſc, 
And twill make us braver fellows 
Than the bold Venetian Fleet 
when the Turks and they do meet 
Within the Dardanellows. 


& 
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Mobomet was no Divine, 
But a ſenſeleſs Widgeon, 
To forbid the uſe of wine 
Uato thoſe of his religion ; 
_ ſickneſs was his 
And his throne will have the ſame 
For all his whiſpering pigeon. 


Sack is the Princes only guard, 
If he dare but try it: 
No deſigns were ever hard 
Where the Subjects uſe to ply it ; 
And three Conſtables, at moſt, 


Are cnough to quell an hoſt 
That ſo diſturbs our quiet. 


Vallene hyn, that famous Town, 

Stands the French mans wonder, 
Water it inclos d rodrown, 

And to cut the Troops aſunder; 
Turain caſt a helpleſs look, 

Whilſt the crafty Spaniard took 
Ls Ferie and his plunder. 


Therefore — we diſdain, 


veriary, 
Once it made the Worlds whole frame 
In the Deluge to miſcarry: 
| Way the enemy of joy, 
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Seeks 


Complete. 
Sceks with envy to deſtroy, 
And murder good Canary. 


Sce the Squibs, and hear the Bells 
The fifth day of November, 
The Preacher a ſad tory tells, 
And with horror doth remember, 
| How _ — wy Traitor 8 t 
Plots that might have tuine broug 
On King and every member. 


We that drink have no ſuch thoughts, 
Black and void of reaſon, 
We take care to fill our Vaules 
With wine tor every (eafon : 
And with many a chearfull cup 
We blow one another up, 
And that's our only treaſon, 


_ 


1 — 


| —_— 


Philiday and Coridon. 


In the merry month of May, 

On a morn' by break of day, 

Forth I walk the wayes ſo wide, 
hen as May was in her pride. 
There 1 lpide all alone, 

4 


reks Fey and Ceridon, = 
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Mauch ado there was I'wot, 
He could love, but ſhe could not, 
His love he ſaid was ever true, 
Nor was mine e re talſe to you. 
He ſaid he bad lov'd her long, 
She faid love ſhould do no wrong, 
Coriden would kiſs her then, 
She aid maids muſt kiſs no men; 
Till they kifs for good and all, 
Then ſhe made the ſhepherds call 
All the Gods to witneſs ſouth, 
Ne'er was lov d a fairer youth. 
Then with many a pretty Oath, 
As yea, and nay, and faith and troath, 
Such as filly ſhepherds uſe 
When they will not love abaſe. 
Love that bad been long deluded, 
Was with Kiſſes ſweet concluded. 
And Phillidey with Garlands 
Was crown'd the Lady of the May. 


CC „ * 


On the Preface to Gondibert. 


Oom for the beſt Poets heroick, 

If you'l believe two Wits and a Stoick 3 
— the Iliadi, down go the Eneidor, 
All muft give place to the Gongdiberriader, 


Complete. 
or to Homer and Virgil he has a juſt Pigue, 
cauſe one writ in Latin the other in Greek ; 

Beſides an old grudge(our Criticks they (ay ſo) 
With Ovid, becauſe his Sirname was Naſo : 
Iriction the fame of a Poet thus raiſes, 

What Poets are you that have writ his praiſes ; 
But we juſtly quarrel at this our defeat, a 
You give us a ſtomach, he gives us no meat. 

A Preface to no Book, a Porch to no houſe ; 
Here is the Mountain, but where is the Mouſe 3 
But, Oh, America muſt breed up the Brat 

From whence twill return a A- lady Rat. 

For Will to Virginia is gone from among us 
With thirty two Slaves, to plant Mwndungwr, 
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The Wedding. 


| 1 tell thee Dick where I have been, 
Where I the rareſt things have ſeen, 
O things beyond compare! 
Such fights as theſc cannot be found 
In any part of Engliſh ground, 


Be it at Wake or Faire. 


At Charing-Croſ7, hard by the way 
Where we, thou know t, did (ell our hay, 
There is a houſe with ſtaires 3 


G 3 Where 
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Where I did ſee them coming down 
Such folk as are not in the Town, * 
Forty at leaſt in paires. 


_ 5 


One — chem was peſtilent fine, 

His beard no bigger though than mine 
Walk'd on betore — a 
Our Landlord loo d like nothing to him, 
yu God bleſs him, *twould undo him 

he go ſtill o drcft, 


At Courle-a-park, without all doubt, 
He ſhould have there been taken out 
By all the maids of the Town 5 
| Though luſty Reger there had been, 
| Or litcle George n the Green, 

Or Vincent of the Crown. 


=> <2 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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But wot you what, the youth was going 

To make an end of all his wooing, 
The Parſon for him ſtaid: 

But by your leave, for all your haſte 

He did not wiſh ſo much all paſt, 
Perchance, as did the maid. 


The maid, and thereby lics atalc, 
For ſuch a maid no Whitſon-Ale - | 


4 Could ever yet produce; 


r PE 


FE 


— 


Complete. 

No Grape, that's kindly ripe, can be 
So ns Dots. ſo Ole us the 
Nor half ſo full of juice. 


Her fingers were ſo ſmall, the rin 

would not ſtay on which they did bring, 
It was too wide apeck 

And tofay truth, for out it muſt, 

It lookt like a great Collar juſt 
About our young colts neck. 


Her feet beneath her Petticoat, 
Like little Mice. ſtole in and oat, 
As If they fear d the light: | 
But O ſhe dances ſuch a way, 4 
No Sun upon an Eaſter day - 
Is half ſo ſine a fight. K 


* 


He would have kiſt her once or twice, 
But ſhe would not, ſhe was ſo nice 
She would not do't in ſight 3 
And then ſhe lookt, as who would fay, 
I will do what I liſt to day, 
And you ſhall do't at night, 


— — ſo fair a white wason , 
none darſt make iſon, 
— 


Who ſees them is 
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For ſtreaks of red were mingled there, 


Such as are on a Catharme Pear 
That fide that*s next the Sun. 


Her mouth ſo ſmall, when ſhe doth ſpeak, 
Thou dſt {wear her teeth her words do break 
That they might paſſage get: 
|] But O ſhe handles ſo the matter, 
They come as good as Ours, Or better, 
Aud are not ſpoyl d one whit. 


Her lips ſo red, and one ſo thin, 
| Compar'd to that was next her chin. 
Some Bee had ſtung it pewly 3. 
But Dick, her eyes ſo gric'd her face 


I'durft no more upon her Gaze 
Than on the Sun in July. 


If wiſhing had been any fin 
The — ſelf had guilty been, 
She lock d that day ſo purely; 
And did the Youth ſo oft the feat 
At night, as ſome did in conceit, 
Jt would have ſpoyl d him ſurely. 


Paſſion, Sa how Irun on, 
Fhere s that that would be thought upon 
Je trow beſide the Bride : : * 
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The buſineſs of the Kitchin great L i] 
for it is fit that men ſhould cat, 

Nor was it there deny'd. 


Juſt in the nick the Cook knockt thrice, 
And all the Waiters in a trie 
His ſummons did obey 
Each ſerving-man with diſh in hand 
March't boldly up like out Triin-baud, 
Preſented, and away. 


Now hats fly off and Youths carrouſe, 
Hcalths firſt go round, and then che houſe, 
The Brides came thick and thick 
And when twas nam'd anothet health, 
Perhaps he made it hers by ſtealth, 
And who could help it Diek! 


O'th' ſudden, up they riſe and dance, 

Then ſit again, and tigh and glance, 
Then dance again and kiſs : 

Thus ſeveral waies the time did paſs, 

While every woman wiſh'd her Place, 
And every man wiſh'd his. 


By this time all were ſtollen aſide 
To counſell and undreſs the Bride, 
But that he muſt not know; 
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nut it was thought he gueſs'd her mind. 
And did not mean to ſtay behind 
| Above an hour or fo. 
when in he came, Dick, there ſhelay, | 
Like new · ſaln ſnow, melting away, 
i} Twas time, I trow, to part; 
which ſoon ſhe gave, aswho would Gy, 
God b'wy with all my heart. 

juſt as heavens would have, to Croſs it, 

n came the Bridemaids with the poſſet, 

|| The Bridegroome eat in ſpight: 
Ot had he lett the women to'e, 
t would have coſt two hours to do't, 
Which were top much that night, 


the Candle's out, and now 


| 


l 
All that they had not doue they do, 
What that is, who can tell ? 
Rat I believe it was no more 
nan thou and I have done before 
With Bridget and with Nel. 


Yi 
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"OW 0 — 
” 


A Song. 


Ow happy is the priſoner who uers his fate 
Ham nice, & — — ins, 
But careleſly plaics with his keyes on the grate, 

And makes a {weet conſort with them & his chains 
He drowns care with Sack, when his heart is oppreſt, 
And makes his heart float like a Cork in his breſt. 


Chor. Then ſmce we are all ſlaves who Iſlanders be, 
And our land is à large Priſon enclos'd with the ſea 
We'll drink off the Occan, and ſet our ſelves free, 
For man is the Worlds Epitomie. 


Let tyrants wear Purple, deep dy'd in the blood 

Of thoſe they have flain, their Scepter to ſway 3 
If our conſciences be clear, and our titles be 

To the rags that hang on us, e are richer than th 
We drink up at nightwhat we can beg or can borrow 
And ſleep without plotting for more the next me 


Come Drawer, fill each man a pint of Ca 

This brimmer ſhall bid all our ſences good night; 
When old Ariftotle was frolick and merry, | 
With the juyce of the Grape he turn'd ſtagarite 3 
Copernicus once in a drunken fit found (rounc 
By the courſe of hjs brains that the world w 


£ 


— 
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| 'Tis Sack makes our faces like Comets to ſhine, 

12 And gives us 2 beauty beyond complexions maſque; 
{| Diogenes fell ſo in love with his wine 

hat when'cwasall out he dwelt in the Cask : 

He liv'd by the ſcent in that cloſe wainſcoat room, 
434 dying, requeſted the tub for his Tombe. 


Though the Uſurer watch o'er his bags and his houſe, 
No keep that from robbers he rackt from his debtors; 
Ech midnight cries thieves at the noiſe of a mouſe, 
Then — if his bags are faſt bound in their fercers; 
When once he Burund rich enough for a ſtate- plot, 


none hour Buff plunders what threeſcore years got. 


et him never ſo privately muſter his gold, 

is Angels w'l! there intelligence be 

dow cloſ they are preſt in their Canvas hold, 

And long that ſtate ſouldiers ſhould ſet them all free; 

him pine and be hang d we will merrily ling, 

20 hath nothing to lole, may cry, God ae" the 
(Ki 

„Then ſince we are all ſlaves who Iſlanders bh” 

{our land a large priſou enclos d with the (ea ; 

ell drink off the Ocean, and ſet our ſelves free, 

or man is the worlds Epitomie. 
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The Devil transformed. 


Met with the divel in the ſhape of a Rara, 
chen over and over the ſowgelders rau; 

©, I roſc, and I haltred him taſt by che hors, 

85 abb d him ſott ly, as you would pick out corns, 
bs Nay, quoth the dive}, with that our he flunk, 

85 And lett us the Carkaſs of a Mutton that unk. 


t. I chanc'd to ride forth ſome mile and a half, 

3 Where Iheard he did live in diſguiſe of a Calf; 
I bound him, and T gelt him ere he did any evill, 
For he was at his beſt but a young fucking divet; 
Meaw yet Re cry d, and torth he did fteal, 

3 And this was (old after tor excellent veal. 


e Some half a year after, in the ſhape of a Pig, 

. I met with the rogue, and he look'd very big, 

I caught him by the leg, laid him down on a log, 
Erea tian told forty twice I made him a hog 3 

| Oh, quoth the divel, aud gave ſuch a yerk, 

That a Jew was converted and did eat of the Pc 


- 


In womans aftire 1 met him moſt tine, 
At firſt fight I thought him ſome Angel divine: 
But viewing his crab face I tell to my trade, 
I made him forſwear ever acting a maide z 
Mes 


. 
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f Mcaw, quoth the divel, and fo ran away, 

| | And hid him in a Fryers old weed, as they (ay. T 
ff 1 walked along, and it was my good chance 

To meet with a Grey coat that was in a trance, Sc 
i grip'd hun then ſpeedily, and I whipt off his Cods, 
I *Twixt his head and his breech I left little odds; 
oO quoth the divel, the hurt thou haft done Bu 
Thou ſtill wilt be curit for by many a man. 


0 
"if Miſeries of bumane Life. Tc 
1 HE World's a bubble, and the life of man * 
Leſs than a ſpan; 

In his conception wretched from his wombe, W 
So to bis tombe 3 Ne 

Curſt from the Cradle, and brought up to years 
With care and fears; — 


— then to frail mortality ſhall truſt, 
Li but in water, or but writes in duſt. 


Now ſince with ſorrow man lives here oppreft, 
What life is beſt / 
Courts arc but only ſuperticial Schools 
F To dandle fools ; 
The rural parts ate turu d into a den 
| Ot ſavage men 3 | 
And where's a City all vice ſo free, 
ut may be term d the worſt of all che three. T7 
| Domeſtick 


Complete. 
Domeſtick cares afflict the husbands bed, 


Or pains his head: 
Thoſe that livefingle take it for a curſe, 
Or do things warlſe ; (moan, 
Some would have Children, thoſe that have them 
1 Or wiſh them gone 3 
| What is it then to have, or wave no wife, 
But fingle thraldome, or a double ſtriſe. 


Our own afſection (till at home to pleaſe 
Is a diſcaſe; 
To croſs the ſeas to any forraign ſoyl 
Is dangerous toy! 3 
Wars with their noite affright us, when they ceaſe 
We are worlc in peace 
What then remains, but that we till ſhould cry, 
Not to be born, or being born to dye. 


. 


A Cambridge Droll. 


HE Procters are two and no more, 
Theu hang them that makes them three: 
The Taverns are but foure, 
Iwiſh they were more tor me, 
Chor. For three merry boyes, and three merry boycs,” 
And three merry boyes are we. 


we'll 
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We'll make, ifour numbers mix, 
The Muſes triple trine, 

For two and four make fix, 

As all men do divine; % 
For two three and four makes nine. 


The Myter no more ſhall fink, 
Though Pym himſelf were there, 
For that were Popery to think 
That Puritans dare come there, 

For catholick Sack is there. 


The Dolphins were numbered never, 
As all men plainly ſee 

For I am ſure ſor ever 

The Dolphin ſhall ſwim free; 
And that's enough for me. 


The three tuns are ſorgot 
When tew do gp to ſce 3 

But there's a tun behind 

For him, for thee, and for me, 
To make us frolick and free. 


But if the DoRtors droop 

In whom our number dies, 
As the Arches put us in hope 
They are not like to riſe; 

And wine ſhall make us wiſe, 
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The wiſe men they were ſeven, , | 
I wiſh they were more for me, 

The Muſes they were nine, 

The Worthics three times three, 

And three merry boyes, and three merry boyes, 
And three merry boyes are we. 


— 


—_—_— mn... 


Reſolved not to part. 


Man. Y Miſtris, whom in heart I loved long, 

M Her unkind words, alas, have done me 
Loe where ſhe cotnes, I mean her love to try:(wrong 
Oh ſtay a While and hear her Kind reply. 


My faithful friend, whom I efteem'd ſo deey; 
Rejected is, and gone I know not here 


Forlorn I live, away all joyes arc Fr 
Ioſt my Love, alas, my heart is 


I will go ſail into Come Forraign Land, 
To France or Flanders T'll go out of hand: 
When I come there, to ſtrangers I'll complain, 
And ſay, my Love hath me unkindly ſlain. 


We. If into France or Flanders you do go, 
II not (tay here, but follow thee alſo 3 
If falſe report abroad there thou doſt tell, 
ll check thee fort, and (ay; thou didſt not well. 
H Ms. 
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M.. Elſe to the Wilderneſs full faſt T ll high, 
wild beaſts there I mean to dye, 
Wherc Wolves, and Bears and other Creatures, 
The Elephant and Unicorn with their odd features, 


Wo. O ſtay at home, ſweet heart, and go not there, 
For thoſe wild beaſts will thee in pieces tear; 

If that T ſhould behold them ſuck thy blood (good, 
Thou ſhouldſit have mine, ſweet heart, to do thee 


M.. 1 would I were all in the raging ſeas, 
Or in ſome Bark to go even where it pleaſe, 
Where comfort none, alas, is to be found, 
And every hour in danger to be drown'd. 


M. I would I were all in the lofty skies, 
So far from ground as any Eagle flies, 
For tofali down tecaſc me ot my pain, 
That I might die, but dic to live again. 


Wo. It in the lofty sky thou ſhould ſt remain, 

I'd ſoar ſo high, thy love for to obtain: 

And like the ce keep thee from all harms, 
That thou ſhouldſt fall in no place but mine arms. 


Mes. Thus many wiſhes have I wiſht in vain, 
But none of theſe can caſe me of my pain 

is marſhall ponyard that ſball end all grief, 
Shall caſc my heart that tindeth uo relict. 
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V. O Gay at home, heart, let it not die, 
Thy life I love, thy death I do deſie: 

Come live in love, and ſo thou'lt baniſh pain, 
Take a good heart, and I will love again. 


Ma. Go luſty lads, go you the Muſick fetch, 

Your nimble legs and joynts you ſhall out «ſtretch 5 
While others dance and caper in the fireets, 
weill dance at home the ſhaking of the ſheers. 


— 


Ihe Power of Money. 


IS not the ſilver nor Gold for it ſelt, 
That makes men adore it, but tis for its power: 
For no man does doat upon pelf becauſe pelf, 
But all Court the Lady in hope of her dower : 
The wonders that now in our daies we behold, 
Done by the irreſiſtible power of gold, 
Our Zeal, and our Love, and Allegiance do hold. 
(Crowns 3 
This purchaſeth Kingdoms, Kings, Scepters, a 
Wins battels, and conquers the Conqueror: bold 3 
Takes Bulwarks, and Caſtls, and Cities, & Towns, 
And our prime Laws are writ in letters of Gold 3 
Tis this that our Parlament calls aud creates, 
Turns Kings into keepers, and Kingdoms to States, 
And pcopledoms theſe into highdomes tranflares. © 
ak H 3 This 


Va 
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This made our black Synod to ſit ſtill ſo long, , 
To make themſelves rich, by makiug us poor \ 
This made our bold Army, fo daring and ſtrong, 1 
And made them turn them, like Geclſe out of door; 
"Twas this made our Covenant-makers to make it, ") 
And this made our Prieſts tor to make us to take it, } C 
If . And this made both Makers and Takers forſake it. ff 1 
(tees and "Strators, | 
'T was this fpawn'd the dunghil Crew of Commi A 
Wholive by picking the crockadile Parliam-nts gums} 
This firſt made, & then proſpered rebels & traitors, T 


And made gentry ot thoſe that wete the natiow} 
This herald gives arms not for merit, but ſtore(ſcums 
And gives coats to thoſe that did ſell coats before, 

If their pockets be but lin'd well with argent & ore. 


This, plots can deviſe, and diſeover what they are; 
This, makes the great Fellons the lefler condemn; 
This, ſets thoſe one the Bench, that ſhould ſtand a WI 


Who judge ſuch, as by right ought to execute them Fur 

Gives the boyſterous Clown his unſufferable pride, I Th 
Makes beggars, and fools, and Uſurpers to ride, 
Whiles ruin d Propriators run by their fide, 


Starap either the Arms of the or the 
St George or the Breeches, or O. P. 

The Crols or the Fiddle, tis all the ſame thing 
This, ſtill is the Queen wholoe'er the King be, 
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This, lines our — — builds Doctrine and Truth, 
With zeale and the Spirit the factious endueth, 


To club with Saint Catbarine, or ſweet lifter Rath. 
(plead 
Tis money makes Lawyers give judgement , or 
On this fide, or that fide, on both ſides or neither 
This makes young men Clerks that can ſcarce write 
: (or read, 
And ſpawns arbitrary orders as various as the 


| (weather > 

This makes your blew Lectures pray preach & prate, 
Without reaſon or ſence againſt Church, King , or 

(State, 
To ſhrew the thin lining of his twice-covered pate. 
(Efquires 

Tis money makes Earls, Lords, Knights, and 
Without breeding, deſcent, wit, learning or merit: 
This makes ropers, & ale-drapers. Sheriffs of ſhires, 
Whoſe trade is not ſo low, nor fo baſe as their ſpirits * 
This Juſtices makes, and no wiſe one we know, 

$$ Furr'd Aldermen too, and Maiors alſo ; (80. 
This makes the old wiſe trot, and makes the mare to 


This makes your blew aprons right worſhipfull; 
And for this we ſtand bare, and before them do fall; 
They leave their young heirs well fleec'd with wooll 
Whom we muſt call Squires, and they pay all; 
Who with beggarly ſouls , though their bodies be 
bi. | (85 

a H 3 — 
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Court the pale chamber - maid, and nick- name * a 
( Lady, 

And for want of good wit they do ſwear and talk 
(bawdy, 

This, marriages makes, 'tis the Center of love, 

It draws onthe man, and it pricks up the woman, 

Birth, Virtue, and parts no afte&tion can move, 


Whilſt this makes à Lord fioop to the Brat of a 
Broom man, 


This gives virtue and beauty to the Laſſes that you 


Makes women of all ſorts and ages to do, (woot, 
Tis the ſoul of the world, aud the worldling too. 


2 ocures us whores, hawks, hounds, and ha res 
Tis this ke 


eps your groom, and your groom keeps 
(your gelding; 
This built Citizens wives as well as their wares : 
And this makes your coy Lady ſo coming & yielding 
This buys us gvod Sack, which revives like the 
is this your Poetical fancies do bring; (ſpring; 
And this makes you as merry as we that do ling, 


3 
— 


On Gondibert. 


I 
on fo ow ſad miſhaps, 
— and of claps, 
Trin n moſt thy laſt relaps. 


3 
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ompiete. 


2. 
That having paſt the ſouldicrs paips, 

The States-mens Arts, the ſea-mens gains. 
With Gondibert, to break thy brains. 


And ſo inceflantly to ply it 
To ſacrifice thy fleep, t y diet, 
Thy buſineſs ; and what's more our quiet. 


| 4» 
And all this tir to make a ſtory, 
Not much ſuperiour to John D 
Which thus in brief I lay before ye. 


5. 
All in the land of —— 
A Wight there was of Knights ec 
Sir Gondibert ycleap'd was ares, 


This Gondibert (as ſaies our Author) 
Got the good will of the Kings daughter, 
A ſhame, it ſeems, the divel ought her. 


7. 

So thus ſucceeded his Diſaſter, 
Being ſure of the Daughter of his Maſter, 
He chang d his Princes for a Playſter. 

8. 

Of perſon he was not ungracious, 

Grave in debate, in Fight audacious ; 

But in his Ale moſt pervicacious. 


H 4 
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" 9 
And this was cauſe of his ſad Fate, 
For in a Drunkep-ſtreet Debate 
One night he got a broken Pate. 

Io 


Then being cur'd, he would not tatiy, 
But needs this limpling girle would marry 
Of Aftragon the Apothecary. 


GAP ww. 


11. 
To make the thing yet more Romancie, 
Both wiſe and rich you may him fancic ; 
Yet he in both came ſhort of Plaue). 


12. 
And for the Damſel, he did wooe ſo, 
To ſay the truth ſhe was but ſo-ſo, 
Not much unlike her of Toboſo. 


13 | 
Her beauty, though twas not exceeding, 
Yet — 22 ſhape was — 
She made it up in Parts and Breeding, 


14 
all the Science ſhe wat rich in 

Both of the Dairy and the Kitchin ; 

Yet ſhe had knowledge more bewitching, 


©S &o = 


15 
For ſhe had learn d her 2 skill, 
Both of the Alimbick and the Still, 
The Purge, the Potion, and the Pill. 


Complete. 


16 
But her Chief Talent was a Gliſter, 
And ſuch a hand to adminiſter, 
As on the Breech hath made no bliſter, 


17. 
So well ſhe handled Gondibert, 
That though ſhe did not hurt that part, 
She made a bliſter on his heart. 

18. 
Into the Garden of her Father: 
Garde u, ſaid I; or Back ſide rather, 
One night ſhe went a Roſe to gather. 


19 
The Knight he was not far behind, 
Full ſoou he had her in the wind; 
(For Love can {mell, * he be blind.) 


Her buſineſs ſhe bad d 3 
When on a gentle bed of parſly Deſunt 
Full fair and foft he made her Arſe-ly. TCœtera. 


OM Oey 


Canary Cromned. 


E- Ome let's purge oar brains from hops & grains 
That do ſmell of Anarchy; | 
Let's chuſe a King from whole veins may ſpring 
A ſparkling Progeny 3 


Te 
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It ill befits true wine- bred wits, 

| Whoſe flames are bright and clear, 

W To bind their hands in dray-mens bands, 

" When they might be clear 3 | 
Why ſhould we droop or baſely ſtoop 

To popular Ale or Beer? 


Who ſhall be King is now the thing 

t For which we all are met: 
Clarret is a Prince that hath been long ſince 
In the royal number ſet: 

His face is ſpread with warlike red, 

And ſo he loves to ſee men; 

If he bears ſway, his Subjects they 

Shall be as good as freemen 3 | 
| Yet here's the plot, almoſt forgot, ; 
| He is coo much burnt by women. 


By the river Rhine is a valiant wine 
| That can all our veins repleniſh, 
Let us then conſent to the goverment 5 
Ot che royal rule of Rhenniſh? 
This German wine will warm the Chine, I 
And frisk in cvery vein; 
'Twill make the bride forget to chide, - 
And call him to't again : 
| Yet that's not all, hc is much too ſmall ; 


To be our Sovexaign, 
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why then let's think of another driuk, 
And with votes advance it high ; 
Let's all proclaim good Canarics name, 
Heavens bleſs his Majeſty 
He's a King in every thing, 
Whoſc nature doth renounce all ill; 
He can make us skip, and nimbly trip 
From the ſcal ing to the groundſil, 
Eſpecially, when Poets be 
Lords of the Privy Council. 


But a Vintner he ſhall his Taſter be, 

There's no man ſhall him let; 
And a Drawer , that have a good pallat 

Shall be made Squire of the Gimlet 3 
The Bar-boyes ſhall be pages all, 

A Tavern well prepar'd, 
In jovial ſort ſball be the Court 

Where nothing ſhall be ſpar'd 3 
Winc · Porters ſhall with ſhoulders tall 

Be Yeomen ot the Guard. 


It a Cooper we with a red-noſe (ce 
In any part of the Town, 
That Cooper ſhall, with Adds royal, 
Be Keeper of the Crown 3 
Young Wits that waſh away their Caſh 
In Wine and Recreation, 
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| Who hate dull Beer are welcome here 
| To give their approbation : 
So are all you that will allow * 

| Canarics Coronation. 


Contentment. 


Hat though the ill times do run croſs to our 
And fortune ſtill frown upon us, (will, 
Our hearts are our own, and ſhall be ſo ſtill, 

LA tig for the plagues they lay on us 3 

_ us take t'other Cup to chear our hearts up, 

And let it be Pureſt Canary; 

We'll ne'er ſhrink nor care at the Croſſes we hear, 
Let them plague us untill they be weary. 


hat though we are made both beggars & ſlaves, ] 
— cndure it, and ſtoutly drink on't, 

Tis our comfort we ſuffer cauſe we won't be knaves, 8 

Redemption will come ere we think or't 3 N 

If 

A 

It 

A 


dA ks «t,t 


| www yd 


e maſt flatter and fear thoſe that over us are, 
And make them believe that we love them, 
ben their tyranny is paſt, we can ſerve them at laſt, 


ks they have ſerved thoſe have becn above them. 


Let the Levites go preach for the Goole or the Pig, T 
To drink Wine at Chriſtmas or Eaſter : T 
The doctor may labour our lives to new trig, 


And 
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And make Nature faſt while we feaſt her; 

The Lawyer may bawl out his Lungs and his Gall 
For Plaintiff, and for the Defendant; 

At his Book the Scholar lic, while with Plato he dic 
With an ugly hard word at the end on't. 


Then here's to the man that delights in ſo! fs, 

For Sack is his only Rozin, 

* A load of hey ho is not worth a ha ha, 

He's a man tor my money that draws in, 

Then a pin tor the muck, and a pin for ill luck, 

Tis better be blithe and trolick, 

Than ſigh out our breath, and invite our own death 
By the Gout, or the Stone, or the Collick. 


The Power of the Sword. 


1 AY by your pleading, Law lies a bleeding, 
Burn all your Studics down,&throw away your 
$, Small power the Word has, & can afford us reading 
Not halte ſo many i'riviledges as the Sword has: 
It foſters your maſters, it plaiſters difafters, +. 
Aud makes your ſervants, quickly greater than their 
A It venters, it enters, it circles, it centers, (Maſters 3 
And makes a Prentice free in ſpight of his Indentures, 


— 


This takes off tall things, and ſe ts up (mall thinge, 

This maſters Money, though Moncy maſters all 
(things; 

Ts 
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*Tis not in ſeaſon to talk of Reaſon, 

Or call it legal, when the Sword will have it treaſon; 
It conquers the Crown too, the Furs &the Gown too 
' This ſet upa Presbytcraand this pull'd him down too; I The 
This ſubtill Decciver turn'd Bonnet to Beaver, The 
Don drops a Biſhop, and up ſtarts a Weaver. Thi 


This fits a lay- man to preach and to pray man, 
Tis this can make a Lord of him that was a dray- 
Forth from the dull pit of Follies full pit; (man, 
This brought an Hebrew Ironmouger to the Pulpit, 
Such pittitul things be more happier then Kings be; 
This got the Herauldry of Thimblebee & Slingsbee 3 
No Goſpel can guide it, no Law can decide it, A 
In Church or State untill the Sword hath ſauctiftd 171 
| (it. 
| Down goes the Law-tricks, for from that Matrix Llef 
Sprung holy Hemſons power, and tumblcd down St. BBut 
1 The Tord prevails ſo highly in Wales too, Patricks; II r 
Sbinkin ap Powe! cries,and {wears Cuts-plutter-nails, JOur 
In Scotland this Walter did make ſuch diſaſter, ( too 
They ſcat their money back tor which they ſold theit He 1 
| Maſtcr 
It batter'd ſo their Dwnkirks and did ſo the Dix firke 
That he is fled, and {wears, the devil is in Dal irke. 


He that can tower o'cr him that is lower, 
would be but thoughta fos! to put away his powers 


Take 
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Take books and rent um, who would invent um, 
when as the Sword replies, negatur argument ? 

: | Your grand Colledge Butlers muſt ſtoop to your 
% There's not a Library living like the cuclers;{ ſutlers, 
The bloud that is (pilt,fir,hath gaind all the guilt, fir, 
Thus have you ſcen me run the Sword up to the 

(hilts Sir. 


— 
* — 


, A Meal of Nations. 
th 1 he Scots. 


Am a bonny Scot, Sir, my name is mickle Fobn, 
d 1'Twas I was inthe Plot, Sir, when thirſt the war 
if, (begun 

left the Court one thouſand fix hundred forty one, 
t. ¶ But fince the flight ar JYoter-tght we all are undone; 
n Jicrv'd my Lord & Maſter, when as he lig d at home, 
s; Our Cauſe did ſhrink, Gods bread, I think | 
03 The Decl's got iu his room: 
He no man fears, but ſtamps and ſtares 

Through all Chriſtendom. 
I have travell d mickle ground 
Since I came from Morceſter Pound, 
L have gang'd a gallant rbund 
Through all our neighbouring Nations, 

ind what their opinions are 
Jaco you I ſhall declare, 
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O the Scotch and Engliſh War, BM 
| And their approbations 3 | | 
Wie were beaten Tag aud Rag, | 

l Foot and Leg, Wem and Crag ; 
Hark, I hear the Dutchmen brag, W. 
And begin to bluſter. | 
Fo 

Ods Sacrament, ſhall mogen States 


( Strike down their Topſailes unto puny powers; 
Tien hundred tun ofdivels dama the fates , 
It all their ſhips and goods do not prove ours 3 * 
Since that bloudy wounds — them, 
Tantara rara let the Trumpet found, 5 
Let Vantramp go out and tight them, a 
Eldeſt ſtates ſhould fir ſt be crown d 
Engliſh Schellums tight not on Gods ſide. 
| But alas, they Have given our Flemiſh Boats ſuch a 
That we ſhall be torced to retreat; (broad - ſide, 
See the French- man cometh in complcat. 


The French. 


Egar Moafiexr 'Tis much in vain 
tor Dutchland, France, or Spain 
To crols the Exꝝliſ Nation 

They are now grown ſo ſtrong, 
The divel creit be long 


IS; 


de; 


Mu 


Her cat up her Sheeſe, Turkey and Geeſe, 
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Muſt learn the Engliſh Tongue; 

Tis better that we ſhould combine; 

And ſell them wine, 7 

And learn of them to make a Lady fine 
we'll learn of them to trip aud mince, 

To kick and wince. 7 
For by the Sword we never ſhall convince, 
Since every Brewer there can beat a Prince. 


The Spaniard. 


Wi are the Etigliſk ſo quarrelſome grown, 
That they cannot of late let their Neigh- 


And ſhall a great and a Catholick King(bours alone? 
Let his Scepter be controul'd by a Sword or a Sling ? 
Or, ſhall Aufria endure 4 
Such affronts for to be? 
No, we'll tumble down their power, | 
As you ſhall Senior ſee. "ua 


The Welch. * 


Ae was once a Cod - a· mighty of Wales, 
But her Coſin O. P. was a Greature, 

Come into her Country, Cods-ſplutcer-anails, 

Her take her welch - hook and her beat her; 


Her Pig and her Capon did die for't, 
| | Ap 
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Ap Robert, ap Evan, ap Morgan, 1 
t. 


| 
But Shinkin and Pomel did flic 


| 


| The Triſþ. 


| Hone, O hone, poor Iriſh Shon 

| Muſt howl and cry: 

Saint Patrick help thy Country-man, 
Or faith and troth we dye; 

The Engliſh Kill doth us purſue, 
And we are forc'd to flec : 

Saint Patrick, help we have no Saint but thee, W 
f Let's cry no longer, O hone, a Cr am a Cree. 


| 
| The Engliſh. 


Crown, a Crown, make room. 
' The Engliſh man doth come, 1 
Whoſe Valour is taller than all Chriſtendom ; 
The Spaniſh, French, and Duich, Scots, Welch and | '\ 
(Iriſh grutch, 

We fear not, we care not, for we can deal with ach; Th 
When you did begin in a Civil War to waſte, 1 
Le thought that ourTillage your Pillage ſhould be - 

1 
A 


— 


(at laſt 3 

And when that we could not agree, you did think 

(to ſhare our fall, 

But ye do fiud it worſe, ne ex tir, for we ſhall — 
ye 

A 


— 
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a... AM. 


= —_ 


A quarrel betwixt Tower-Hill and 
Tyburne. 


'LL tell you a Story that never was told, 
1 A tale that hath both head and heel, 
And though by no Recorder inroll'd, 

I know you will find it as true as ſteel. 


When General Monck was come to the Town, 

A little time after the Rump had the rout, 
When Royalty roſe, and Rebellion fell down, 
They ſay, that Tower-hill and Tyburn fell out. 


Quoth terrible T yburn to lofty tower-hill, 
Thy longed · for days are come at laſt, 

ud now thou wilt dayly thy belly fulfill 
With King - killers bloud whilſi I muſt faft. 


The High Court of juſtiee will come to the Bar. 
There to be cooked and dteſſed for thee, 
hilit I, that live out of Town ſo far, 
Muſt only be fed by Fellony. 


Treaſon be counted the fouleſt act, 

And a dying be a Traitors due, 

en why ſhould you all the glory exact? 

You know, they are fitter = me than you. 
2 


4 
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To ſpeak the plain truth, I have groan'd for them 
For when they had routed the Royal Root, (long, 


And done the Kingdom ſo much wrong, 
I knew at laſt they would come to't. 


| When Tychburne late upon the Bench, 


Twirling his Chain in high degree, 


With a beardleſs Chin, like a Withered Wench, 


Thought I, the Bar is fitter for thee. 


But then, with ſtately compoſed face, 
Tower-hill to Tyburne made reply 
Do not complain, in ſuch a caſe 
Thou ſhalt have thy ſhare as well as J. 


There are a ſort of Mongrils, which 
My Lordly Scaffold will disgrace : 

I know Hug h Peters his fingers itch 
To make a Pulpit of the place. 


But take him Tyburne, he is thine own, 
Divide his quarters with thy knife, 

Who did pollute with fleſh and Bone 
The quarters of the Butchers wife. 


The next among theſe Petticoat-Peers 
Is Harry Martin, take him thither, 
But he hath been addle fo many years, 


That I fear he will hardly hang together. 


There 
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There's Hacker, zealous Tom Harriſon too, 
That boldly defends the bloudy deed, 
He practiſeth what the Jeſuites do, 
To murder his King as a part of his Crecd. 


There's ſiagle-cye'd Hewſon the Cobler of Fate, 
Tranſlated into Buff and Feather, 

But bootleſs are all his ſeams of State 
When the ſoul is ript from the upper - leather. 


Is this prophane mechanical blood 
For me that have been dignih'd 
With Loyal Land and Straffords blood, 
And holy Hewet, who lately dy'd? 


Do thou contrive with deadly Dun 
To ſend them to the River of Stix, 
Tis Pitty, ſince thoſe Saints are gone; 
That Martyrs and Murtherers bloud ſhould mix. 


Then do not fear me that I will 
Deprive thee of that fatall Day: 

Tis fit thoſe that their King did kill 
Should hang up in the Kings high-way. 


My Priviledge, though I know it is large, 
Into thy hand I treely give it, 

For there is Cook, that read the Kings charge, 
Is only fit for the divels tribute. 
I 3 Then 
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| Then taunting Tyburu, in great ſcorn, 
Did make Tower-hill this rude reply: 
So much ranke bloud my ſtomack will turn, 
And thou ſhalt be ſick as well as I. 


Theſe Traytors made thoſe Martyrs bleed 
Upon the Block, that thou doſt bear, a 
And there it is fit they ſhould dye for the deed; 
But Tower-hill cryed, they ſhall not come there. 


With that grim Tyburn began to fret, 
And Tower-hill did look very grim : 

And ſure as a club they both would have met, 

But that the City did ſtep between. 


— — [ 
The New Exchange. 
* FP go no more to the Old Exchange, 
There's no good Ware at all, ; 
But I will goto the New Exchange, 
Called Haberdaſhers Hall : [ 
For there are choice of Kaacks and Toyes 
The fancy for to pleaſe, \ 
For men and maids, tor Girls and boycs, 
And a Trap for Lice and Fleas; 1 
| There you may buy a Holland Smock 
Thats made without a gore, 1 
| You need not ſtoop to take it up, 
For it is —. dowa bcforc. r. F 


The 


The 


N 
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The fineſt Faſhions that are us'd, 
And Powders that excel, 
And all the beſt and ſweet perfumes 
To rarihe the ſmell; 


The curious rich Vermilion Paint 


That maids of beauty hold, 
And Alabaſter driven ſnow 

Is there to be bought and ſold. 
And there, &. 


The broad-brim'd Beaver which is made 
Moſt curious, ſoft, and fine, 

Will be a ſhadow in the face, 
When as the Sun doth ſhine 

Fine Feathers and Ribbons you may haye 
For to wear about the Crown; 

Black Patches for the face alſo, 
O, the beſt in all the Town; 

And there, Cc. 


There is curious poder d Peri wigs, 
And new - cut faſhion 'd gloves, 
With Bodkins, Thimbles, and gold Rings, 
As men do give unto their Loves; 
There's curious Books of Complements, 
And other faſhions ſtrange, 
That never a place in all the Land 
Is like the New Exchange, 
For there, &c. 
I 4 
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Great Flanders-Laces, large and whitc., 
Are common tp be lol 

And Silver Laces, very broad, 
And ſome that's made of Gold ; 

Both Knives and Sizers, ſharp and keen, 
And Kerchics very fairy 

within the Change arc dayly fold, 
For pretty maids to wear 3 

There you, &c. 


Fine Silken Masks, and new French hoods, 
To ſhrowd the fouleſt face, 

And every thing that coſtly is, 
Is preſeꝝt in this place 3 

There's Spaniſh Needles, Points, and Pins, 
And curious balls of Snow, 

That doth perfume the ſijnking breath, 
Aud makes them wholſome too 

And there, Oc. 


There precious Oy les tocleauſe the tecth, 
And Purges for the Brain, 
And Antidotes to make the Noſe , 
goth ſaſę and found again; 
All precious Flowers may be had, 
And rich Pertumed Spice 
To make your houſes al! 
Io ſmell like Parad ice; 
Aud there, &c. 
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For one that hath a fluent tongue 
You may have medines good 3 

And there is ſearching Phyſick too, 
To purge corrupted blood 

You there may purihe the skin, 
And cure the tickling itch, 

For he is the beſt eſteemꝰ'd of all 
That is both free and rich; 

And there, &c. 


Beſides theſe faſhions, ſtrange and true, 
There's other things moſt rare. 

Which are the witty, pretty maids 
All bound as Servants there: 

Whole heavenly look invites the eyes 

Ol gallant Gentlemen, 

To buy (ome curious Knack or Toy, 
And then they'll come agen; 


Ang there, &e. 


The braveſt Lords and Ladies all 
Do thither much reſort, 

And buy the faſhions that ate us d, 
And daily worn at Court 3 

For Private profit, divers times, 
Some upſtart Gentlemen walk, 

And take new faſhions up on truſt, 
And nothing pay bat Chalk 

And there, & c. 
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Let me invite thoſe that intend ' 
To follow faſhions ſtrange, 
Wirth ſpeed to 90 to Londons pride, 
Now called the Exchange; 
Where choice and ſtore of things moſt rare 
For money may be had, 
Beſides a gallant bonny Laſs 
To ſerve a lively Lad 
| There you may have a Holland Smock 
That's made witkouta gore, 
You necd not ſtoop to take it up, 
For *tis button d down before. 


A Medley. 


Et's call, and drink the Cellar dry, 

ere s nothing ſober underneath the sky, 
"The greateſt Kingdoms in confuſion lye ; 
Since all the world grows mad, why may not 1? 


My fathers dead, and I am free, 

He left no Children in the World, but me, 
The divel drank him down with Uſury, 
AndT'll repine in Liberality. 


When firſt the Engliſh War began 
He was, Sir Reverence, a Parliament man, 
And gain d his wealth by Scqueſtration, 


Till 


Till Oliver begun 
To come with Sword in hand, & put him to the run. 


Then Royalliſts, ſince you are undone 
So by the Father, come home to the Son, 
whom Wine and Mutick now do wait upon, 
well tipple up a Tun, 
And drink our Woes away, Cavaliers come on, 2 
on. 

Here's a health to him that may 
Do a trick that ſhall advance us all, 

And beget a merry Jovial day. 


Fill another boule to ke 
That hath drank by ſtealth 
His Landlords health 
If his Spirit and bis Tongue agree. 


The Land ſhall Celebrate his Fame, 
All the World imbalm his name, 
No Royal Right, Good Fellow, 
But will Sackihe the ſame; 

The Bells all merrily ſhall ring, 
All the Town ſhall dance and ſing, 
More delight than Ican tell ye, 
When we ſee this Royal Spring 
we'll have Ladies by the belly, 
And a ſnatch at other thing. 
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Wies be bonny and jolly, 

| Quaff, Carrouſe, and Reel : 

| We'llplay with Peggy and Molly, 

Dance, and kiſs, and Feel ; 

| Wee's put up the Bagpipe and Organ, 

And m Welch Harp to play (day; 

| Till Manris ap Shinkin ap an krisk on St. Taſfe 
' Hold out Ginny, Piper come play us a ſpring, 

All you that have Muſick may tipple, dance, and fing, 


Tet the French Monſieur come and ſwear, 
Intreut Monſiety, 

Dis is de ting ve long to hear ſo many ycar; 
Dancing will be lookt upon; 

Begar his dancing days be done 

When de Flower-de-luce grows 

With de Engliſh Crown and Roſe ; 

Dat's very good, as we ſuppoſe, 
De French can live without a Noſe. 


% 
— ———_— 


A cup of old Stingo. 


_ a luſty liquor which 
Good fellows uſe to take, 


It is diftill'd with Nard moſt rich, 
And water of the Lake 
Dt Hop alittle quantity, 


. 
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And Barm to it they bring too. 

Being barrell'd up, they call it a cup. 
dainty good old Stingo. 


'Twill make a man Indentures make, 
'Twill make a fool ſeem wile, 

'Twill make a Puritan ſociate, 

And leave to be precize: 

Twill make him dance about a Croſs, 
And ckerun the Ring too, 

Or any thing that ſeemeth groſs, 
Such vertue hath old Stingo. 


'Twill make a Conſtable overſee 
Sometimes to ſerve a warrant, 
'Twill make a Baylif loſe his Fee, 
Though he he a Knave-Arrant ; 
'Twill make a Sumner, though that he 
Unto the bawd men brings too, 
Sometimes forget to take his Fee, 
It his head be lin'd with Stingo. 


Twill make a Parſon not to flinch, 
Though he ſeem wondrous holy, 
But for to kiſs a pretty Wench, 
And think it is no follic 
'Twill make him learn for to decline 
The Verb that'scalled Mingo, + 


"Twill 
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"Twill make his Noſe like Copper tine, ' 
If his head be lia d with ltingo, 


| vill make a Weaver break his yarn, 
That works with right and leſt ſoot, 

| But he hath a trick to fave himſelf, | 
' He'll ay, there wanteth woofe to't; 

| *Twill make a Taylor break his thread, 

And cke his Thimble'ring too, 

' *Twill make him not to care for bread 

I his head be lind with ſtingo. 


| *T'will make a Baker quite forget 
That ever corn was cheap, 
[Twill make a Butcher have a he 
| Sometimes to dance and leap z 
Twill make a Miller keep his Room, | 
| A health for to begin too, 3 
will make him ſhew his golden thumb, 
If his head be lin d with ſtingo. 


*Twill make an Hoſtis free of heart, 
And leave her meaſures pinching, 

"Twill make an Holt with liquor part, 

And bid him hang all thoching z 

t's ſo belov'd, I dare proteſt, 

Mien cannot live without it, 

| And where they find there is the beſt, 

© The Moſt will flock about it. 


Complete. 


ind finally, the beggar poor, 
That walks till he be weary, 


ving along from door todoor 
With pre c ommiſerere: 
he do chance to catch a touch, 
Although his cloaths be thin too, 
Though he be lame he 11 prove his Crutch, 
If his head be lin'd with Stingo. 


Now to conclude, here is a health 

Unto the Lad that ſpendeth, 

every man drink off his Can, 

And ſo my Ditty endeth ; 
I willing am my Ciend topledge, 

For he will meet me one day 
Let's drink the Barrel to the dregs, 
For the Mault-man comes a Munday, 


— et 


Of the Noſe. 


Hree merry Lads met at the Roſe 
To ſpeak in the praiſes of the Noſe : 
de Noſe that ſtands inthe middle place 
Sets out the beauty of the Face, 
The Noſe with which we have begun 
Will ſerve to make our verſes run: 
Inventimm often barren grows, 


Tet till there' 5 matter in the Noſe. 


nd 
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The Noſe his cnd's ſo high a prize 
That men prefer't hetore their cyes, 

And no man counts him for his friend 
That boldly takes his Noſc by the end: 

The Nole that like Uripus flowes, 

The Sea that did the wiſeman poſe, 


The Noſe is of as many kinds 
As Mariners can reckon winds ; 
The long, the ſhort, the Noſe diſplayd, 
The great Noſe, which did fright the maid ; 
The Noſe through which the Brother-hood , 
Do parly for their Sifters good, 
Invention often, &c. 


The flat, the ſharp, the Roman Snomt, 
The Hawkes Noſe circled roundabout, 
The Crooked Noſe that ſtands awry, 
The Ruby Noſe of Scarlet dye, 
The brazen Noſe without a Face 
{ Thatdoth the Learned Colledge grace, 
Invention often,&c. 


The long Noſe when the teeth appear 
1 Shews what's a Clock it day be clear; 

& The broad Noſe ſtands in a Bucklers place, 
| And takes the blows for all the face; 


Complete. 


The Noſe being plain without a Ridge, 
Will ſerve ſometimes to make a Bridge 
Invention often, &c. 


The ſhort Noſe is the Lovers bliGG, 
Becauſe it hinders not a kiGs 3 
The totcing Noſe, O monſtrous thing 
That's he that did the bottle bring, 
And he that brought the bottle hither 
Will drink (O monſtrous ! ) out of mcaſure, 
Invention often, &c. 
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The Firie Noſe in Lanthorn ſtead 
May light his Maſter home to bed, 
And whoſoever this Treaſure owes 
Grows poor in purſe though Rich in Noſe : 
The Brazen Noſe that's o'er the gate 
Maintains full many a Latin Pate. 
Invention often, &c. 


Ifany Noſe take this in ſnuff, 

And think it more than enough 
Weauſwer them, we did not fear 

Nor think ſuch Noſes had been here: 
But if there be, we need not care, 
A noſe of Wax our Statutes are. 

Invention now is barren grown, 
The Matter's out, the Noſe is blows. 


K The 


The 
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| —_— 


The Angler. 


| F all the Recreations which 
| Attend to humane Nature, 
There's nothing ſoars ſo high a pitch 
Or is of ſuch a ſtature, 
As is the ſubtil Anglers life 
In all mens approbation, 
For Anglers tricks do daily mix 
With every Corporation. 
When Eve and Adam liv d in Love 
And had no cauſe of Jangling, 
The Divel did the Waters move, 
The Serpent went to Angling : 
He baits his hook with god-like look,? 
Thought he, this will intangle her, 
The woman chops, and down the drops; 
Tube Divel was firſt an Angler. 


Phyſicians, Lawyers, and Divines 

| Arc molt Ingenious Janglers, 
And he that tries ſhall find in fine 
That all of them are Anglers; 

1 Whilſt grave Dirie do fiſn for ſouls, 
Phyſicians (like Cotmugeons) 


: 


Complete. 


A Politician too is one 
Concern'd in Piſcatory, 
He writes, he tights, unites and flights 
To purchaſe wealth and glory; 
His Plummet ſounds the Kingdoms bounds 
To make the Fiſhes nibble, 
His Ground-bait is a paſt of lies 
Aud he blinds them with ch' Bible. 


Upon the Exchange twixt twelve and one 
Meets many a acat Intangler, 
Mongſt Merchant-men not onc in ten 
But is a cunning Angler: 
For like the Fiſhes in the Brool 
Brother doth ſwallow Brother, 
A Golden-bait hangs at che Hook, 
And they fiſh for one another, 


A Sbop-keeper T next Prefer 
A tormal man in black Sir. 

He throws his Angle every where, 
And cryes, what is't you lack Sir, 
Fine Silks or Stuffs or Hoods or Mufts ? 

But if a Courtier prove the Intangler, 
My Citizen muſt look to't then, 
Or the Fiſh will catch the Angler. 


A Lover is an Angler too, 
And baits his Hooks with 8 
* | 2 
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He plaics, he toyes, he fain would do, 
But often times he miſlesz 
He gives her Rings and ſuch fine things 
A Fan and Muffand Night-hood : 
But if you cheat a City pate, 
You muſt bajt your hook with Knight-hood, 


There is no Angler like a Wench 
Stark-naked in the water, 

She'l make you leave both Trout and Tench 
And throw your ſelt in after 

Your Hook and Line ſhe will confine, 
Then tangled is the intangler, 

And this I fear hath ſpoyl d the ware 
Of many a Jovial Angler. 


But if you'l Trowl for a Scriv/ners foul 
Caſt in a rich young Gallant, 

To take a Courtier by the pole, 
Though ina Golden Tallent: 

But yet I fear the draught will ne er 
Compound for half the charge an't, 

But it you'l catch the Devil at a ſnatch 

You muſtbait him with a Sergeant- 


Thus have I made my Anglers Trade 
To ſtand above dehance, 

For like the Mathematick Art, 

Ic runs through every Science : 


Complete. 


If with my Angling Song I can 
To Mirth aud pleaſure ſeize you, 

Ic bait my hook with Wit again, 
And Angle ill to pleaſe you, 


— —— 


— 


Of the two Amorous Swains. 


OM and Will were Shepherds Swains 
Who loy'd and lived together, 
Till fair P aftora grac'd the Plains, 
Alas ! why came ſhe thither : L 
Tem and Will fed ſcveral Flocks, +4 
Yet felt both one deſire; 
Paſtora*s Eyes and comely Locks 
Set both their hearts on fire. 


9 


Tom came of a gentle tace l 
By Father and by Mother, 
Vill was noble, but alafG } 


He was a younger Brother 
Tom was toy-ſome, Vill was (ad, 

No Huats-man nor no Fowler, 
$ Tom was held the properer Lad, 
But Vill che better Bowler. 


Tom would drink her health and ſwear 
The Nation could not want her, 
Will would take her by the Eare 
And with his Voice enchant her: 
* K 3 
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om kept alwaies in her fight + 
And nc'er forgot his duty, 

Vill was witty and would write 
Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty. 


# Yet which of them ſhe loved beſt, 

# Orwhcther ſhe lov'd either; 

ST was thought they found it to their caſt 

That ſhe indeed lov d neither: 

Yet ſhe was ſo (ſweet a ſhe | 
So pleaſing in behaviour, | 

That Tem thought he, and Vill thought he 
Was chicte(t in ker fayour. 


Paſtora was a lovely Laſs 

And ofa comely feature, 
Divinely good and fair ſhe was, 

And kind to every Creature: 
Ot tavour ſhe was provident: 
And yet not over - ſparing, 
She gave no looſe encouragment, 
Yet kept men from deipairing. 


ben tatling fame had made report 


\ 
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The Queen of all her Train had none 


Was half ſo fair about her. 


Tom hung his Dog, and flung away 
His Shcep-hook,and his Wallet 

Will broke his Pipes, and Curſt the day 
That ere he made a Ballet; 

Their Nine- pins and their bowls they brake, 
Their Tunes were turn d to Tears; 

Tis time for me an end to make, 
Let them go ſhake their Ears. 


— Oy 
— 


— 


Sweet reſt in the Grave. 


ake all you dead what Ho what Ho (low 3 
How ſoundly they ſleep whoſe Pillows lie 
They mind not your lovers who walk above 
On the decks of the world in ſtorms ot Love, 
No whiſper now, no Glance can pals 
Through wicks or through panes of Glaſs, 
For our Windows and Doores are ſhut and Barr'd 
Lie cloſe in the Church and in the Church yard, 
In every grave, make room, make room, 
Theworld's at an end, and we come, we come. 
The State is now, Loves toe, Loves foe, 
Has (ciz d ou his Arms, his Quiver and Bowe, | 
Has pinion'd his Wings, and fetter'd his feet, 
Becauſe he made Wey tor Lovers to meet; 


The 
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But oh ſad chance, his Judge was old ; 

|  Heartscruel grow, when blood grows cold 
No man being young, his Proceſs would draw, 
Oh Heavens that Love ſhould be ſubjeR to Lay, 
| Lovers go wooe the dead the dead 

Lic two in a grave, and to bed, to bed. 


— 


The Produclion of the Female 
| Kind. 


Here is a certain idle kind of Creature, 
By a fooliſh name, we call a woman; 
A pox upon this little old whore Nature; 
That ere ſhe brought this Monſter to undo man; 
Many have wondred how it came to paſs, : 
But mark, and I will tell you how it was: 


When firſt ſhe brought forth man, her ſon and heir, 
The Gods came all one day to goſſip with her, 
Her husband, Lens, proud to ſee them there, 
Drank healths apace to bid them welcome thicher, 
Till drunk to bed he went, and in the fit 

He got the ſecond child, this femalc Chit. 


The Privy Council of the Heavens and Planets, 
Whoſe wiſdom governs all Affairs on Earth, 
Held many conſultations in their Senates 


What ſhould become of this prodigious Birth, 


acir, 


cr, 


Complete. 


As many ſtrange and correſpondent quallities. 
Saturn, gave ſullenneſs ; Jove, ſoveraignity z 
Mars, ſudden wrath, and unappeaſed hate: 
Sol, a gariſ look, and a wanton eye; i 
Venus, deſires and Luſts inſatieties; L 
Mercury, craft, and deep difſembling gave her ; 
Luna, inconſtant thoughts, till apt to waver. 


At length agreed 2 — theſe ſtrange formallities ©* | 


The Bow-Gooſe. , 


Tx beſt of Poets write of Frogs, 
Some of Ulyſſes charmed Hogs, 
And fome ofFlics, and ſome of Dogs 
In former Ages told: 
Some of the ſilver Swan in Proſe, 
Though mine be not a Swan, what though? 
It was a-Gooſe was brought from Bom 
To Alpate. 


As harmleſs, and as innocent 

She was as thoſe that with her went 
Nor do I think the watchmen meant 
More ſillier than She; 

She gave them never a word at all, 
But only reſted on a ſtall, 

And yet theſe Cannibals did fall, 
About her. 
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Till he perecived each mans bill, 

Deſiring then not uſe = ill 

That iopistfo like them all: 

Then they diſdaining, did begin 

To bring us all into a gin, 

Ard then the Conſtable came in, 
And took us 


1 id | 
To him they ſtraight reveal'd the caſe, 
And vow d each man to quit his place, 
If we were ſuffered to diſgrace 
The Kings Lievtenant {© ; 
And then the Ganders eminenee 
The Goole and us commanded thence, 
And made us graduates comme nce 
The Counter. 


We thither went, but then my Gooſe, 
Which pinion'd was before, got loole, 
For having her within a nooſe 

What fcar had they of her? 

Then into every room we went, 

And here and there our money ſpent 

$ Uncill the Conſtable had ſent 

| Next morning, 


ve ſummoned were for to appear 
E Bctorc an Alderman, I ſwear, 


But ſhe with ſilence thexe ſtood til}... 


That 
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wat might have been that very year A 

Lord Maior for his wit: ad 
He tooke our Gooſes caſe in hand, Kids 
And all things with ſuch Judgement ſcan d, 

That having done, we ſcarce could ſtand 


For laughing. 'o51 


For he did not only reprehend WY 
Our follies, but did much commend it 
The Conſtable, his honeſt friend, | 
For his good ſervice done; 
How is that noble City bleſt 
With Othcers above the reſt, 
That now may add unto their Creſt 

My Bow Goole 7 


But now, with'grick, I'll tell you what, 
My Gooſe that was before ſo fat, 
That might have been accepted at 
A Maior or Sheriffs own boord, 
Grew lanck and lean, and ſtraight ſo ill, 
That from her wings ſhe ſhed a Quill, 
Deſiring me to write her Will, 

Which I did, 


Then thus my dying Gooſe began, 
Unto the Reverend Alderman 

I do bequeath my brain- ſick pan, 
And all that it contains ; 
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And Maſter Conſtahle, to you 
My empty head, which is your due; 
My Bill I'11 give the curſed eruc 
Your Watchmen. 


I do bequeath my bodies trunk -.. 

Unto Good Fellows for the Rump, 

* Deſiring that it may be drunk 

In Clarret and Canary: 

I pray diſcharge your company 

All ſuch as ſhall Recuſants be 

To drink a health in memory 
O'th' Bow-Gooſe. 


My Giblets to the City Cook © - 
That dwels uot far from Paſty-nook, 
That he unto. my Corps may look, 
And coffin't ina Cruſt ; | 
My guts for Marſhal red-face ſave, 
To hang about his neck ſo brave, 
That on his Palfrey the proud Knave 
May ſwagger. 


Aud to my fellow priſoners all, 
That now here arc, or ever ſhall, 
That come to lye within this wall, 
I give my heavy heart; 

My claws and pinions I do give 


uato the Scrjeants and Sheriff, 
4 \ 


| L. 


To 


EOPEPAOr 


— 
© 
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{To catch andpinion them that le 


Indebted. 


And furthermore, it is my will 
The City Clerk ſhall have a quill 
duch learned ſpeeches to write ſtill, 


I As his grave Lordſhip utters 


And likewiſe Miſtris Alderman 

Shall have my tail to make a Fan; 

My Legs I'll give the Gentleman 
Her Uſher, 


Becauſe my kindred of Bridewel 


uch aſſes to the Cart compel 


As occupy their Trades fo well, 

Ido forbid them all, 

That they preſume not for tocome 

Whereas my Dirges ſhall be ſung, 

For I'll have wiſer in the room 
Than they are. 


The Beadle and the Bell- man I 
Executors do make, thereby 
Such legacies to ſatisfie 

As I have here related ; 


And that all things perform'd may be, 


This my laſt Will to overſee 
Ido ordain the Deputy 
| Ot Duck-lanc 


"= 


* 4 
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242 Merry Drollery, 

There's one thing more I do conceive, LAG 

Almoſt forgot, Ido th 

My Tongue, which tatling cannot leave, 

Unto the City Council, 

That they may mediate a truce V 
And 


Between the City and me their Gooſe, 
Who woocs to be their conſtant Muſe 
For ever. 


Write on my Tombe this Epitaph, 
Whereat, I pray, let no man laugh: 
Here lies a Gooſe that could not quaff, A]: 
And yet was a good Fellow 
The courſeſt of our kindred muſt an 
Return with me unto the duſt, 
And after me who ſhall be firſt Aud 

None knoweth. 


Now let them in their Liveries call Afi 
The boys from every Hoſpitall 
To ling my ſolemn funcral AF 
With Dirges to my grave; 
And when my e had uttered this a 
O then my Gooſe to pils, 


Aud ſighing, with a harmeleſs hiſs, 
Departed, 


Complete. N 
1 


News. 


Hite Bears are lately come to Town, 


That's no news; 


And Cuckolds Dogs ſhall pull them down, 


That's no news; 


Ten Dozen of Capous fold tor a Crown, 


Hey ho, that's news indced. 


A Jackanapes at a Merchants door, 
That s no news 3 
An Iriſh man in an Ale-houſe ſcore, 
That's no news 


Aud Graveſend Barge without a Whore, 


Hey ho, that's news indeed. 


A filing Cur ina Ladies lap, 
That's no news 3 
Feather to ſhake in a Fools cap, 
That's no news 3 
& Lyon caught in a Mouſe Trap, 
Hey ho, that's news indeed, 


younger Brother ſlow to thrive, 
hat's no news, 
Drone to rob the poor Bees hive, 
That's no news; 
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A Parſons wife nockpt to ſwive, 
Hey ho, that's news indeed. 


A Taylor brisk in ſwaggering hoſe 
\ That's no news; 
A Frenchman ſiradling as he goes, 
That's no news; 
A Drunkard without a Copper noſe, 
Hey ho, that's news indeed. 


A Dutchman to be dayly drunk, 
That's no news 
A Captain to maintain a Punk, 
That's no news; - 
A Wardrobe in an empty Trunk, 
Hey ho, that's news indeed. 


To ſce two Ships at ſea to grapple, 
That's no news; 

To ſee a horſe that s all dapple, : 
That's no news; 

Toſce a red noſe roaſt an apple, 
Hey ho, that's news indeed. 


A Petty-fogger brib'd with fees, 

That's no news; 
A Welchman cramn'd with toaſted Cheeſe, 
That's no news; 


Complete. 


ALad and a Laſs in bed to freeze 
Hey ho, that's news indeed. 


& Sattin ſuit without a Page, 
That's no news; 

Arayling Poct o er the Stage, 
That's no news; 

Arich man honeſt in this Age, 

Hcy ho, that's news indeed. 


A Lawyer to turn hypocrite, 
Tha ts no news; 
A Serjeant to arreſt a Knight, 
That's no news 
A Court without a Paraſite, 
Hey ho, that's news indeed. 


before my news be overſlipt, 
That's no news, 
L wiſh all Knaves from London Shipt, 
That's no ncws, 
And all the wharecs inBridewell whipt, 
Hey ho, that's news indeed. 
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— — JC 
1 | kc 

A Diſcourſe between a Sea-man and | 
4 Land- Souldier. 18 

WI Sea · men are the honeſt boys, ie 
we fear no ſtorms, nor Rocks a, Ca 

Whoſe Muſick is their Cannons noiſe, Qu 
Whoſe ſporting is with Knocks-a. Ani 
Mars hath no Children of his own, Ah 
But we that fight by Land-a Let 
Land-Souldiers Kingdoms up have thrown, anc 
Yet they unſhaken ſtand- a. Let 


"Tis brave to fee a tall Ship ſail 
With all her trim geer on her, 

As though the divel were in her tail 
Before the wind ſhe Il run-a. 


Our main Battalia when it moyes 
There's no ſuch glorious thing-a, 
WhoſecLeaders, like ſo many over, 
Abroad their thunders fliug-a. 


Come let's reckon what Ships are ours, Y 
The Gorgon, and the Dragon, 

The Lyon which in field is hold, 
The Bull with bloudy Flagon. 


Complete; 
[Came let's reckon what works are ours, 
Forts, Bul warks, Barricadoes, 

1d Mounts, Gabinets, Parrapits, Counter-mines, 
(alimates, and Pallizadoes, 
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Field-Peeces, Muſquets, groves of Pikes, 
Carbines, and Canoneers, | 
Quadrants; and Halt-moons, and Ranks of Files, 
And Fronts, and Vans, and Rears. 


A health to brave Land-Souldiets all, 
Let Cans a piece go round-a : 

ind to all Seamen, great and ſmall, 
Let lofty Mufick ſound-a. 


PRs 


A Song. 


Y Miltrisis in Muſick paſting skilful, 2 
And Plaics and ſings her part at the firſt fights 
n in her play ſhe is exceeding wiltul, | 
id will not play but for her own delight, 

or touch one ſtring, nor play one pleating ſlraiu, 
leſs you take her in a pleaſing vein. 


d ſhe hath a ſweet delicious touch 
on the Inſtrument whereon ſhe plaics, 

thinks that ſhe doth never do too much: 
x pleaſures are diſpersd ſg many waicsz ._ 


ome 
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She hath ſuch Judgement both iu time and mood, 
That for to play with her twill do you good. 


And then you win her heart : but here's the ſpight, 
You cannot get her for to play alone, 

But play with hcr, and ſhe will play all night, 
And next day too, or elſe *tisten to one, 

And run divifion with you in ſuch ſort, 

Run ne'er ſo (witt ſhe'll make you come too ſhort. 


Still ſo ſhe ſcat for me one day to play, 
Which 1 did take for ſuch exceeding grace, 
But the ſo tir'd me ere I went away: 

I wiſht Thad been in another place: 

She knew the play much better than I did, 
And fill ſhe ke pt me time for heart and bloud. 


I love my miſtris, and I love to play, 

So ſhe will let me play with intermiſſion: 
But when ſhe ties me to it all the day, 

I hate and loath her greedy diſpoſition 3 
Let her keep time, as nature doth require, 
And I will play as much as ſhe'll defire. 


—— —— 


In Praiſe f Ale. 


e 


Hen the chill Charokoe blows, 
And Winter tells gbeavy talc, 


rt. 


_ And filling each mans heart with laughter, 


Complete. 


And Pies and Daws, and Rooks and crows 
Do fit and curſe the froſt and ſnows, 
Then give me Ale. 


Ale in a S Rumkin then, 

Such as will make grim Malkin prate, 

Bids Valour bargain in tall men, 

Quickens the Pocts Wits and Pen, 
Deſpiſes Fate. 


Ale, that the abſent Battel fights 

And forms the March ot Swediſh Drums, 

Diſputes the Princes Laws and Rights, 

What's paſt and done tells mortall Wights, 
And what's to come. 


Ale, that the Plough-mans heart up keeps, 
And equals it to Tyrants Thrones; 
That wipes the eye that ever weeps, 
And lulls in ſweet and daiuty ſiceps 

Theix very , 
Grandchild of Ceres, Bacchus Daughter, 
Wines emulous Neighbour, it but ſtale: 
Eanobling all the Nymphs of Water, 


Ale. 
L 3 


Oh gives: 


.- 
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— — — — — 
9 ©. > © 


The Rebellion. 


N Ow, thanks to the Powers below, 
We have even done our do, 
1 Myter is down, and fois the c 
And with them the Coronet too: 
All is now the Peoples, and then 
What is theirs is outs we know 
here is no ſuch thing as B 
r Peer, but in name or ſhow 3 
Come Clowns, and come Boys, come Hoberde - hoy, 
Come Females of each degree, 
Stretch out your throats, bring in your Votes, 
And make good the Anarchy: 
hen thus it ſhall be, faics Alſe, 
5. thus it ſhall he, ſaies Amie, 
Napy, thus it ſhall go, faics Taffie, I trow, 
- Nay, thus jt ſhall go, ſaies Femmy, 


h but the truth. good People all, the truth is ſuch: 
Far it will undo both Church and State too, (thing, 
pull out the throat of our King: | 
q, nor the Spirit, nor the new Light 
make 2 ſo A 5 
we mult hr ing out thachl'd coat, 
wat thing the truth is, arfgyhcr c, 


= a 2 a Xx«.a 


= DHSQss was tzc<a  __=4@4: 


_ 
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Speak Abrabam , (peak Heſter, 
Speak Judith, (peak Keſter, 

tag and rag, ſhort coat and long: 
Truth is the ſpel that made us rebel, 
And murder and plunder ding dong, 
Sure I have the truth ſaies Namphs, 
Nay, I have the truth, ſaies Clem, 
Nay, I have the truth, ſaies reverend Ruh, 
Nay, I have the truth, ſaies Nem. 
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well, let the truth be whoſe it will, 
There is ſomething elſe is ours, 
Yet this devotion in our Religion 
zoys, | May chance to abate our Powers: 
Then let's agree on ſome new way, 
It skills not much how true, 
Take Pryn and his club, or Smec and his tub, 
Or any &&, old or new 
Thedivel is in the pack if choice you can lack, 
We are fourſcore Religions ſtrong, 
Then take your choice, the Major voice 
Shall carry't right or wrong; 
uchi Then let's have King Charles, ſaies George, 
ning, Nay, we'll have his fon, ſaies Haghb ; 
" | Nay, then let's have none, ſaies gabbering Jene, 
Nay we'll be all Kings, ſaies Prae. 


Nay, but neighbours and friends, one word more, 
There's ſomething elſe behind, 44 


pea. #:- Ls 
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And wiſe though you be, you do not well (ee 
In which door hits the wind 3 wy 
And for Religion, to ſpeak truth, 

And in both Houſcs ſence, 

The matter is all one if any or none, 

If it were not for the pretence 3 

Now here doth lurk the key of the work, 
Aud how to diſpoſe of the Crown 
Dextcriouſly , and as it may be 

For your behalf and our own; 

Then we'll be of this, faies Meg, 

Nay. we'll be of this, ſaies Tib, 

Come, he'll be of all, ſaĩes pittifull Paul, 
'Nay, we'll be of gone, ſaies Gib. 


Oh we ſhall have, if we goone 
In Plunder, Exciſe, and Blood, 
But few folks, and poor, to domineer o'er, 
And that will not be ſo good; _ 
Then let's agree on ſome new way, 
Some new and happy courſe, 
The Country is grown ſad, the City is Horn mad, 
And both Houſes are worſe; bi 
The Sinod hath writ, the General hath ſhit, 
And both to like purpoſe, for 
Religion, Laws, theT, ruth, and the Cauſe 
We talk on, but nothing we do; 
then Ict's have peace, ſai es Nel, 


j N64 bes bur We wou't,ſaies Meg, © * 
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But I ſay we will, ſaies fery face Pbil, 
We wiln and we wont, faics Hodge. 


Thus from the rout who can expect 
Ought but contuſion, 
Singe true unity with good Monarchy 
Begin and end in one? 
If then when all is thought their own, 
And lies at their belief, 
Theſe | pates reap noughr but debates 
From theſe many round-headed bealts 
Come Royalliſt then, do you play the men, 
And Cavaliers give the word, 
And now let's fee what you will be 
And whether you can accord; 

ya to King Charles, ſaies Tone, 
Up with it, faics Ralyh, like a man, 
God bleſs him, ſaies Doll, and raiſe him, ſaies Mut, 
And ſend him his own, faies Nan. 


But now for theſe prudent Wights, 

d, That fic without end, and to none, 
nd their Committees in Towus and Cities 

Fil: with contuſion; 

For the bold Troopes of Sectarties, 

The Scots and their Partakers, 

Our new Brittiſh States, Col. Bxrgcs and his mates, 
The Covenant and its makers: 

For all theſe wee ll pray, and in ſuch a way, 


/ 
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That ifit might granted be, 
Both Fackand Gill, and Moll and Vill, 
And all the World will agree: 

|| Ellſc Pox take them all, ſaies Beſ, 
| Anda Plague too, ſaies Mary, 
The devil, faics Dick, and his Dam too, ſaies Nick, 
Amen and amen ſay we. 


—_—— 1 


How to get a Child without 
help of a Man. 


Maiden of late, whoſe name was ſweet Rate, 
| Was dwelling in London, near to Alderſgate: 
No liſt to my Ditty, declare it I can, 

She would have a Child without help of a man. 


Toa Doctor ſhe came, a man of great fame, 

| Whoſe deep skill in Phyſick Report did proclaim, 
| I pray, maſter Doctor, ſhew me, if you can, 

How I may conceive without help of a man. 


Then liſten, quoth he, ſince ſo it muſt be, (ſently, 
This wondrous ſtrong medicine I'll ſkew you pre- 
Take nine pouud of thunder, fix legs of a Swan, 
| And you ſhall conceive without help of a mau. 

© The wooll of a Frog, the juyce of a Log, 
well parboyl'd together in the skin of a hog, 


With 


— - ! 
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wich the egge ofa Mooncaſf, if get it you can, 
And you ſhallcomceive without help ot a man. 


The Love of falſe Harlots, the Faith of falſe Varlets, 
With the Truth of decoys, that walk in their Scarlet, 
ich, | And the Feathers of a Lobſter well fry d in a pan, 
And you ſhall conceive without help of a man. 


Nine Drops of rain, brought hither from Spain 

With the blaſt of a Bellows quite over the main, 

With eight quarts of brimtone;brew'd in a beer Can, 
And you ſhall conceive without help of a man. 


e: Six Pottles of Lard ſqueez'd froma Rock hard, 
With nine Turkey Eggs, cach as long as a Yard, 

n. With a Pudding of hailſtones bak d well in a Pan, 
And you ſhall conceive without help of a man. 


ly Theſe Medicines are good and approved hath ſtood, 
well tempered together with a Pottle of blood, 
Squeez'd from a Graſhopper,and the naile of a Swat 

Io make Maids conceive without help of a man. 


re- — — 


Loves Fancy. _ 


Fter the pains Ma deſperate Lover, 
A When day and gight I had ſitzhed all in vair 
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Ah what a pleaſure it is to diſcover, 
In her cyespitty who cauſes my pain, 1 
Chorus Ab what, &c. k 
| 
( 


When the denial comes fainter and fainter, 
And her eyes gives what her tongue doth deny 
Ah what a trembling I feel when I venter, 
Ah what a trembling does uſher my Joy 
Chor. Ab what, &c. 
l 


{| When with unkindneſs our Love at a ſtand is, 

And both have puniſh'd our ſelves with the pain, | | 

Ah What a pleaſure the touch of her hand is 

Ah what a pleaſure to preſs it again! | 
Chor. Ah what, &c. 


When with a ſigh ſhe accords me the hleſſing 
And her cycs twinkle twixt pleaſure and pain, 
Ah what a Joy! oh beyond all expreſſing ! 
Ah what a Joy to hear it again 
| Chor. Ab bat, &c. 


4 —_ — — 
— 


Fortune 4 Favours diftributed. 


Lind Fortune, if thou want'ſt a Guide, 
[Il tell thee how thou ſhalt divide: 

= Diſtribute unto each his due, 

Juſtice is blind, and ſo are you. 


1 


Tall 
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To Uſurers this doom impart : 
May his Scriyeners break, and then his heart, 


May his Dcbtors unto Beggars fall, 
Or what is as bad, turn Courtiers all. 


And unto Tradeſmen, that ſell dear, 

A long vacation all the year, 

Revenge us thus on their deceits, | 
And ſend them Wives light as their Weights. 


n, { But Fortune how wile recompence 
The French mans dayly infolence ? 
For them, I wiſh no greater pain, 
Than to be ſent to France again. 


And leſt thine Altar ſhould want fire, 

To Bridemens Votes grant their deſire, 
To Lovers, that will. not believe 

Their Sweet miltakcs, thy blindneſs give. 


And leſt the Players ſhould grow poor, 
Send them Aneleuris more and more, 
And to the Puritan more cares, 

Than Cealus in his Garland wears, 


And to Phyſitians, if thou Pleaſe, 
Send them another new Diſeaſe z 

Io scholars give if thou canſt do't, 
A Benefice without a ſuit. 


Ta 
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l "Unto Court-Lords, Monopolies, 


And to their Wives Communities; — — 
Thus, Fortune, thou canſt pleaſe us all; | — 
| If Lords can riſe, aud Ladies fall, | — 
And unto Lawyers, I beſeech, _ „ — 
As much for filence as for ſpecch; | 


To Ladies Uſhers, ſtrength of back, S 


And unto me, a cup of Sack. | 
| If theſe Inſtructions. make thee wilc, — 
{ Men ſhall reſtore again thy eyes: | Fro 
By a new name thou ſhalt commence, An; 
Not fortune call d, but Providence. Fro 
Th: 
ä My fr LE DI 16 29.67 p — Fre 
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A Letany. i: "_ 


Rom ** and is f 

From — * aud Sects and Schiſme, 
From high-way Raſcals, and Cutpurſes; 
rom carted Bawds, Scolds, and - Nurſes, 

rom Gliſter-Pipes, and Doctors Whitles, 

rom begging Schollars ſtale Epiſtles, | 

rom Turn- ſtile Boots, and Long lane Beavers, | 
rom Agues, and from drunken Feaycrs, 

Libers nos Domine. 


0.71 From 
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from all ſeveral kind of Itches 
From Pantaloons, and Cloak-bag Breeches; 
| |From Carbinadocd Sutes on Serges, 
From a Baſtard that is the Clergies, 
From thredden points, and Cap of Cruel, 
From the danger of a Duel, 
Ixrom a Tally full of Notches, 
And from privy Seals of Botches, 
Libera no; Domine- 


From a Whore that's never pleaſant, 

But in luſty Wine or Pheaſant, 

From the Watch at twelve a clock, 

And from Beſs Browghtons button'd Smock, 
From Hackney Coaches, and from Panders, 
That do boaſt themſelves Commanders, 
From a Taylors tedious Bill, 

And Pilgrimage up Halborn Hill, 


Libera nos Domine- 


From damages and reſtitutions, 

From accurſed Executions, 

from all new-found waies of firming, 

from the ſcurf, and fables Linnen, 

from the Pox, and the Phyſitian, 

ind from the Spaniſh Inquilition, 

from a Wife that's wan and meager, 

uud from Lice and Winters Leaguer, 
Libera nos domine. 
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From a griping ſlaviſh Cullion. 
From the Gout, and the Strangullion, 
From a Mountibanks Potion, 

From his ſcarrings and his Lotion, 

From the Buttocks of Prifilla, 

That diers ſo with Sarſapberilla, 

From a Lecture to the Zealous, 

And from the Tub of old Cornelixs, 
Libera nos Domine, 


From bawdy Courts, and Civil Doctors, 
From drunken Sumners and their Proctors, 
From occaſions for to revel 
With a Lawycr at the Divel, 
From Serjeants, Yeomen, and their Maces 
And from talſe triends with double faces, 
From an enemy More mighty 
Than Tſquebangh or Aqua vite, 

Libera nos Domine. 


— 


3 


Penance. 


[= bleſs my good Lord Biſhop, 
And ſend him long to raign, 

In health, wealth, and proſperity, 
True juſtice to maintain, 

He beats down fin in every place, 
Foor Wenches dare not do 
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Leſt they do Penance in a ſheet, 
And pay their money too. 


Down lately in a Garden 
It was my chance to walk, 
Where { heard two Siſters 
That ſecretly did talk: 
Quoth the Younger to the Elder, 
In faith, I dare not do, 
Leſt I do Penance ina ſheet, 
And pay my money too. 


Then quoth the Eldeſt Siſter, 

You are not of my mind, 

For it I meet a proper Lad 

That will to me prove kind, 

I faith, quoth ſhe, I will not cate 
otake a turu or two, 

PR I do Penance in à ſheer; 

I And pay my moncy too. 


But here's the thing that vexes mie, 
ind troubles much my brain, 
ta poor man chance to get a child, 
id cannot it maintain, 
je muſt be cenſur d by the Law 
Juſtice doth afford, 
mult be ſtript, aud then be whipt, 
And brought before my Lord. 
M 
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And when he comes before my Lord, 

And hath no ready Tale, 

His Mittimus is ſtraight-waics made, 

And ſent unto the Jayle, 

And there he muſt remaine 

The ſpace of half a year, 

It every Wench were ſerved ſo 
Then kiſſing would be dear. 


——— 


— 


On Good Canary. 


F all the rare juices 

That Bacchus or Ceres Produces, 
There's none that I can nor dare I 
Compare with the Princely Canary ; 
For this is the thing 

That a fancy infuſes, 

This firſt got a K 
And next the nine Muſe g. 


Twas this made old Poets ſo ſprightly to fing 
And fill all the world with glory and fame ont; 
They Hellic on call'd it and the Thiſpian ſpring, 
Rut this was the drink though they k 
2 


Our Sider and Perry 
Make a man mad but not merry, 


It makes the people Wind- mill patcd, 


And with crackers ſophiſticated, 


new not the 
(name ont 


it; 


ot the 
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And your Heps, yet, and Malt, 
When they re mingled together 
Makes your fancics to halt, 
Or reeke any whither. 
It ſtuffs up our Braines with Froth and with Teft ; 
That if one would write but a verſe for a Bellman, 
He muſt ſtudy till Chriſtmas for an Ei2bt sbilling Jeſt 
Theſe liquors won't raiſe but drown & 9're- 
3 (whelm man. 
Our drowſy Metheglix 
Was ouly ordain'd to enveigle in 
The Novice that knows not to drink yet; 
But is fuddled before he can think it, 
And your Clarreti and White 
Have a Gunpowder fury; 
They're of the French ſpright, 
But they won't long endure you: 
And your Holliday Mwſcedine Allagant and Tent 
Have only this property and virtue tha'ts fit in't 
They'l make a man fleep till a Preachment be ſpent, 
But e neither can warm our blood or our wit 
4 (int. 
The Bagrag and Rheniſh 
You mult with Ingredients Repleniſ(h, 
It's a wine to pleaſe Ladies & Toys with 
But not for a man to rejoice with: 
But it's Sack, makes the ſpoye 
And who gaines but the Flavour 
Though an Abbeſſe he court 
M 2 
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| In his high ſhooes he'll have her: 
les this that advances the Drinker and Drawer, 
| Though his father come to Town in Hobnai/er& 
4 He turns it to Velvet & brings up an Heir,(Leather; 
In the Town in his Chain, in the field, with his 
(Feather. 
ba 
Lowes Lunatick. 
Eard you not lately of a man 
That ran beſide his wits, I 
And naked through the City ran, I 
Wrapt in his frantick fits. 
My honeſt Neighbours it is I, . 
See how the people flout me 3 A 
See where the mad man comes, they cry, * 
With all the Boys about me. 
Tom Bedlam was a Sage to me, — 
I ſpegk in ſober- ſadneſs, Th 
For ſtrange Viſions did I ſee See 
Than Tom in all his madneſs: 

1 
when fi into this rage I hope, Til 
About the Market walkt I, Anc 
With Capons Feathers in my Cap, lotc 
Unto my ſelf thus talkt I: 


ICT, 


lato this pickle brought me. 
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Saw you not Angels in her face, 
Each eye a Star out-darting ? 


Heard you not Muſick from her voyce, 


Her Lips all joy imparting ? 


Is not her hair more pure than Gold, 


Or Web of Spiders ſpinning ? 
Methinks in her I do behold 


My joyes and woes beginning. 


Methinks I ſee her in a Cloud, 
The Planets round about her, 

I call'd and cry'd to them aloud, 
I cannot live without her. 


The Bracelets which I wore of late, 
Inrich'd with Pearls and Gold, 
Are turn'd now to Iron Chains, 
Which keep my Pulſes cold. 


I muſcd thus unto my (elf, 

Each word with geſture acted: 
The people cry'd, O look poor clic, 
See how the man's diſtracted. 


I was a poor and harmleſs Wight 
Till roguiſh Cid caught me, 
And till his Mother with her flight 


A 


2 


* 


At 
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At which my friends they were not glad, 
Pray Fove your Wits to cheriſh, 


For ouce I was as proper a Lad 
As was in all the Pariſh, 


But whipt and ſtript I now muſt be, 
Int d now in Chains, 

And for my love, you all may ſec, 

I have this tor my pains. 


To Stable-ſtraw I muſt go, 

My time in Bedlam ſpending : 
Good folk, you your beginning ſee, 
But do not know your ending. 


— 


The new Medly of the country man, 
Citizen, and Souldier. 


(ſhire 
Rom what-you-call't Town, in what-call-you't 
To London Cham come,what fine Volk are here? 
Sure thick is the place, itch ſmell the good cheat. 
Che'le knock at the Late, then what ho God be here. 

What are you Sir ? | 

Cham a Weſt Country man Zur. 
Good Bumkin forbear, 
Such hopnails as you are do ſeldom come here. 
Cods ſooks, here's a Vellow wo'd make a man 7wear 
Cham come to tell, Sir, with Maſter Lord Maior. . 
, a MWh 


What to do Sir ? 
To ſee his fine Doublet, his Chain, and his Ruff, 
His Beaver, his Gown, and ſuch finical ſtuff; 
And what do you think of a kick or a cuff? 
Ifmy whip will but laſt, ifaith'chil give thee enough, 
And wcll laid on. 
Hold, hold, prethee Countriman be not ſo hot. 
Che have a huge mind to lay a long lace on thy coat. 
Prethee tell me thy name & my L.Maior ſhall know 
My name is Tem Hoyden,what ſaieſt thou to that?(it 
Tom Hoyden | 


Then Tom Hoyden pack hence to Croyden, 

The Country is fitter for thee. 

Though you abhor us, and care not for us, 

Without us you cannot be. 

n, | We can live without you and your Ruſtick coat, 

Did we not Vittle your Houle, 

My Lady Maries, with all her Bariess | 
Would ſhite as ſmall as a Lowſe. 


We have money. And we have honey, 
up And we have the Silver and Gold. 
Ve have ſucl. 

And we have Jewels, 

And — have Sheep in the Fold. 

We have ſilk enough. 

And we have milk enough. 

But we have the Treaſure untold; 

M 4 
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We have means, and eaſc. 


But we have Beans and Peaſe, 
And Bacon, hold belly, hold. 


We have Purſes, and we have Horſes, 
And we have Powder and ſhot. 

we have Pullets. 

And we have Bullets. 

And we haye Spirits as har. 

We have Honours, and we have Mannors, 
But we are walled about. « 

But when we begin 

To keep our Cattle in, 

In faith, you'll quickly come out. 


We have Gallics. 

And we have Vallics. 

And we have Canons of braſs ; 
We have Feathers. 

And we have Weathers 

On Mountains matted with grafs. 


— we have good Barley and Wheat: 
nd, were we put to it, can better live without 
Moncy, than you without Meat. 


Cho. Then ſinceꝰ tis ſo that we cannot be 


Wichout one another 
| Let us two agree, 


We have Wine, and Spice, Sugar, Fruit, and Rice. 


<< >p MW wa, 


S 8 


— 
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* the Country prove fruitful, 
An 


City be tree, 
No Climate in Exrope ſo happy as we. 


Sal. He that would be made byTSouldiers Trade, 
Let him be encouraged by me, 

For never did any men gain by the Blade 
As we have ſiucc forty three, 


What Fellow is that ?why, it ſeems 2 Souldate ; 
Good morrow, good morrow to thee : 

Why how now my friends, all for your ends, 
Will you make up a peace without me? 


You know in a word the power of the Sword, 

A Canon may conquer a King: 

But a ſharp Sword will make a Scepter to ſhake ; 
Faith you have the World in a fling. 


Compare the whole Land tothe parts of a man, 
The Country's the Legs and the Toes, 

And without a riddle the City is the middle, 
But the Souldier is the head and the Noſe. 


Though now we wear Blades, 

Weonce 'were of Trades, 

And ſhall be whilſt Trading endures: 
Our Officers are, although men of war, 


185 
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| 


The Sword ſhall n 


The Frenchman is our own. What is bred 
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Some Goldſmiths, ſome Drapers, 
And Brewers. 


Do you get increaſe, we'll guard you with peace, 
e where the Axe is, 
we'll take off your cares: we'l! take off your fears: 


But when will you take of our Taxes? 


Wie keep Spaniards from you, 
| That would overcome yec, 


Whilſt you do plough, harrow, and threſh, (bone 
in the 


Will hardly get out of the flcſh. 


We quarter in Villages, Cities, and Towns, 
And ſometimes we lie in the l ields. 

But iffrom your Colours you offer to run, 
Then you muſt be laid neck and heels, 


Through Countries we march,&for enemies ſcarch, 
And command all things in Bravadoes. 

But oh, my good friend, if you do offend, 
I'm ſure you muſt haye the Strappadoes. 


When, Sir, the City ſtill ſhall fit you 

With what you do deſerve, 

The Country Cow man and the ploughman 
Will not let you ſtaxvc: 


One 


xch, 


With Buff and Beaver we will ever 
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Bleſs the back and head. 


we will give thee mony 5 Ammunition, 
And ſeal to this conditicn. And ſo do Iintroth. 

And I will ſpend my bloud Sir. 

And I will ſpend my Treaſure 

To do the Souldier pleaſure. 

Why, now I thank you both, 

(Court 
Cho. Let the City, the Country, the Camp and the 
Be the places ot pleaſure and Royal reſort, 

And let us obſerve in the midſt of our (port, 
That-Fidelity makes us as firm as a Fort: 

Aunion well-groundcd no malice can hurt. 


—— 


The indifferent Lower. 


O man Love's hery paſſions can approve, 


As either yielding pleaſure or promotion: 
[like a mild and lukewarm zeal in love, 
Although I do not like it in devotion ; 


For it hath no coherence with my Creed, 

o think that lovers mean as they pretend: 
If all that ſaid they died, had died indeed, 
witiPare long cre this the World had had an end. 


$orne 
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Some one perhaps of long Conſumption dried, 


And after falling into love might dye 
But I dare ſwear he never —— died 


Had he been half ſo ſound at heart as I. 


Another, rather than incur the ſlander 
Of true Apoſtate, will falſe Martyr prove; 
I'l! neither Orphens be, nor yet Leander, 
I'll acither hang nor drown my ſelf for love. 


Yet I have been a Lover by report, 

And I have dicd tor Love as others do, 
Prais d be — — I died in ſuch a ſort, 
As I revived within an hour or two. 


Thus have I liv'd, thus have Tlov'd, till now, 
And ne'r had reaſon to repent me yet, 

And whoſoever otherwiſe ſhall do, 

His courage is as little as his wit. 


Loves Torment. 


WF blind God Cypid, all in an angry mood 

And Cythera, the faireſt Queen of Love, 

Did leave Sylvanxs pleaſant ſhadowed woods, 

And mounted up into the Heavens above, 
Even then when Sol, 


Even then when Scl 


gand gently billing fits upon a Tree, 
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In water ſet his bed, 
Did ſeek to hide, 
Did ſeek to hide 

His goldeu ſhining head. 


Like Philomel, all in a dolefall wiſe, 
I pals the ſilent · coloured night in woc; 
No reſt nor ſleep can ſeie upon my eyes, 
Oh cruel beauty that did torment me ſo! 
No one can tell, 
No one can tell 
How I in ſorrows dwelt, 
Save only ſhe, 
Save only ſhe 
That hath like Paſſions felt. 


The night is paſt all, and Aurara red 
Begins to ſhew her raby-coloured face, 
Leaving old Tytan and his aged head, 


The cloudy darkneſs from the skies to chaſe 3 


Ah my poor heart, 
Ah my poor heart 
In flames of fire doth fry 1 
I live in love, 
I love and live, 
I live, and yet I dye. 


Each pretty little bird injoys his Mate, 
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And on the Verdant ſhadowed woodsdo prate, vv 
Chirping their Notes with pleaſant Harmony; 

I wiſh my Love, W 

I with my Love 

- My pretty bird may be & 

To cafe my grief, Tl 

To eaſe my grief 

And cure my malady. 


Ome Drawer, come fill us about more wine, 
Let us merrily tipple, the day is our own, 

We'll have our delights, let the Country go pine, 
Let the King and the Kingdom groan: 

For the day is our own, and fo ſhall continue, 
Whilſt Monarchy we baffle quite, L 

we'll ſpend all the Kingdoms Revenue, N 
And ſacritice all to delight: 

Tis power that brings us all to be Kings, 

And we'll be all crown d by eur might. 


St 

n 
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A fig for Divinity, Lecture and Law 
And all that to Royalty do pretend, 

we will by our Swords keep the kingdoms in u A, 
And our power ſhall never have end : 

The Church and the State we'll turn into liquor, 
And ſpend a whole town in a day, 


we 


we'll melt all their Bodkins the quicker 
Into Sack, and ſo drink them away, 


' We'll ſpend the demeans o'th' Biſhops & Deans, 


And over the Presbyter ſway. 


Lf nimble St. Patrieł is ſunk in a bog, 
And his Country-men ſadly cry, Ob hone, Ob hone, 
St. Andrew and's kirk · men are loſt in a fog, 
And we arethe Saints alone : 
Thus on our ſuperiours and equals we trample, 
Whilſt Jockie the ſtirrop ſhall hold, 
The Citie's our Mule for example, 
While we thus in plenty are roll'd, 
Each delicate Diſh ſhall but anſwer our with, 
And our drink ſhall be cordial Gold. 


in 2 


OT, 


Love lies a bleeding : In Imitation of | 
Law lies a bleeding. 


| Ay by your pleading, 


Love lies a bleeding, 
urn all your Poctry, and throw away your reading, 
Piety is painted, a 
And Truth is tainted, 
bve is a reprobate, and Schiſm now is Sainted, 
The Throne Love doth ſit on, 


. We dayly do ſpit on, 
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It was not thus, I wis, when Betty rul'd in Britain. 
But friend ſhip hath faultred, 


Loves Altars are altered, (tred, 
And he that is the cauſe, Iwould his neck were hal. 


2 
when Love did nouriſh ] 
England did flouriſh, 
Till holy hate came in and made us all fo curriſh. 
Now every Widgeon v 
Talks of Religion, f 
And doth as little good as Mabomet and his Pidgeon, 
Each coxcombe is ſuiting T 
His words for confuting, (puting 
But heaven is ſooner gain d by ſuffcring than by dil 
True friendſhip we ſmother, I. 
And ſtrike at our Brother 
Apoltles never went to God by killing one another 
Let Love but warm ye T. 
Nothing can harm ye, ] 
when Love is General, there's Angels in the Arm | 
Love keeps his quarters, He: 
And fears no tortures, (ty 
The braveſt tights are written in the Book of Mar I 
Could we be fo civill He! 
As to do good for cvill H 
It were the only happy way to o'recome the dive. O 
The Flowers Love hath watred, He i 


Scd iti 


um;. 


(tyn 
Mar 


livel. 


cd itie 
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Sedition hath ſcattred, (of hatred. 
we talk with tongues of holineſs, but act with hearts 


He that doth know me, 
And love will ſhew me; 
Hath found the neareft noble way to overcome me. 
He that hath bound me, | 
And then doth wound me, (me. 
Wins not my heart,doth not conquer, but confound 
In ſuch a condition 
Love is the phylitian, 
True Love and Reaſon makes the pureſt politician, 
But ſtrite and contulion, 
Deceit and deluſion, 
Though it ſcem to thrive at firſt will make a ſad 
(concluſion. 
Love is a fewel, 
A pretious Jewel, (the duel. 
Tis Love mult ſtanch the blood when Fury tights 
Love is a loadftone, 
Hate is a bloodſtone, (ſtone, 
Heaven is the North Point, and Love is the Load- 
Though fury and ſcorn 
Loves Temples have torn, 
He'lt keep his Covenant, and will not be forſworn. 
His Laws do not bord er 
On ſtrife and diſorder, 
He ſcorns to get his wealth by perjury and murder. 


N What 
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What fa!lſhood drew in, 

Grace never grew in, 

Love wilt not raiſe him upon anothers ruine. 
He can preſent ye 


Where Love is in ſeaſon, 
There Truth is and Reaſon, 
The ſoul of Love is never underlaid with Treaſon. 
He never doth quarrel 
For Princely apparrel, | 
Nor ever fixed a chair of ſtate upon a barrel. 


Love from the dull pit 
Of Follics full pit 
Never took an Anvil out, and put it in a pulpit. 
Love is no linker, 
Truth js no linker, 
In mending breaches Love did never play the tinker. 
Where Vengeance and Luſt is, 
No truth nor truſt is, 
As will appear at laſt in Gods high Court of Juſtice, 
Pity and remorſe is 
The ſtrength of Loves Forces, 
Paul never converted men by ſtables fill d with 
( horles. 
Mercy is fading, 
Truth is degrading, 
Love is the only cautc of Plenty, Pcacc, & Trading 
Love 


* 


with peace and plenty, (twenty. 
Love never advanceth one by throwing down of It 


G1 


Let a 


ty. 
1 of 


ker 


ſtice. 


with 


orles. 


* 
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Love is a fire 
Made of deſire, 

Whoſe chief Ambition is to heaven to aſpire. 

It ſtops the gradat ion 
Of fury and paſſion, (Nation. 

It goverus all good Families, and beſt can guide a 
The Low Land, the high Land, 

And my Land, and thy Land, 

Grew all in common ſtraight when Love had left 

| (this Iſland 
Where peace is panting, 
And rage is ranting, 

Tis an undoubted ſigu the King of Love is wanting. 

Father and Mother, 

Siſter and Brother, 

If Love be lacking, quickly miſchief one another. 

Where wrath is, the rod is 

That ruines our bodies; 

Wich hate the divel is, but where Love is God is. 

Then let us not doubt it, 

But ſtreight go about it, 

To bring in Love again, we cannot live without it. 


Then let the Graces 
Crown our cmbraces, 


And let us ſettle all things in their proper places. 
Leſt perſecut ion 


ding 
Love 


Caule diſſolut ion, 
Let all purloyned wealth be made a reſtitution. 


N 2 For 
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For though now it tickles, 

"Twill turn all to prickles, (ſickles 

Then let's live in peace, and turn our Swords i 
When Noah's Dove was lent out, = 
Then Gods Pardon went out, (i 

They that would have it ſo, I hope, will ſay Amen u 


A Catch. 


BI forth your Cunny skins, fair maids, to me 
And hold them fair that I may ſee 
Gray, Black, and blew 3 for your ſmaller skins 
III give you Glaſſes, Laces, Pins: 

And for your whole Cunny Th 


GR — oe —— — 


Ill give you ready money. Af 

A 
Come, gentle Fone, do thou begin Ih 
With thy black, black, black Cunny skin, 


And Mary then, and Kate will follow 

With their ſilver d-hair'd skins, and their yell 
Your white Cunny-skin I will not lay by, 
Though it be fat, it is fair to the Eye. 


Your gray is is warm, but for my money 
Give me the bonny, benny black Coney 3 
Come away, fair maids, your skins will decay, 


Come and take money, maids, put your ware au x 
I bave fine Bracelets, Rings, One 
And I have ſilver Pins; E 


Cc 


kles, 


ds to 


3 me, 


low; 


Complete ; 


Coney skins, Coney skins, 
Maids, have you any Coney skins. 


— —— 


A Catch of the Beggars. 


Rom hunger and cold who lives more free, 
Fo who livcs a merrier life than we 3 
Our bcllies are full, aud our backs are warm, 
And agaiuſt all Pride our Rags area Charm; 
Enough is a feaſt, and for to morrow 
Let rich men care, we feel no ſorrow. 


The City, and Town, and every village 

Aſſord us an Alms, or a Pillage ; 

And if the weather be cold and raw, 

Then in a Barn we tumble in ſtraw : 
Itfair and warm, in yea-Cock and nay- Cocl; 
The Fields afford usa hedge or a hey-Cock. 


——_— 


The Time-ſerver. 


R Oom for a Gameſter that plaies at all he ſees, 
Whole fickle fancy fits ſuch times as theſe, 
One that ſaies Amen to every factious prayer, 
From Hugh Peters Pulpit to S. Peters Chair, 
One that doth defie the Crofier and the Crown. 
But yet can bourc with Blades that Carrouze 


N 3 Whillt 
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Whilft Pottle-pots tumble down, dery down 
One that can comply with Surplice and with Cloak, 
Vet for his end can I depend, F 
Whilſt Presbyterian broke Britains yoke. 


This is the way to trample without trembling, 
Tis the Sycophant's only ſecure, 

Covenants and Oatbsare badges of diſſembling, 
Tis the politick pulls don the pure: 

To Profeſs and betray, to plunder and pray, 

Is the only ready way to be great, 
Flattery doth the feat: 

Ne'r go, ne'r ſtir, will venter further 

Than the greateſt Dons in the Town, 
From a Copper to a Crown» 


I am ina temp rate humour now to think well, 
Now I'm in another for to drink well, 

Then fill us up a Beer-boul boys, that we 

May drink it merrily, 

No knaviſh Spy ſhall underſtan d, 

For if it ſhould. be known, 

"Tis ten to one we ſhall be trappan'd. 


l drink to thee a brace of quarts, 
hoſe Anagratn is call d True Hearts, 


If all were well as J would ha't, 
And Britain car'd of its tumour, 


Ger. your Roſe-buds while you may, 


Complete. 


I hould very well like my Fate, 
And drink my Sack at a cheaper rate, 
Without any noiſe or rumour, 
Oh then I ſhould fix my humour, 


But ſince tis no ſuch matter, change your hae, 
I may cog and flatter, ſo may you: 
Religion is a Widgeon, and Reaſon is a Treaſon, | 
And he that hath a Loyal heart may bid the world 
(adieu. 
We muſt be like the Scottiſh man, 1 
Who with intent to beat down Schiſin, 
Brought in the Presbyterian, 
With Canon and with Catechiſm: 
If Beuk won't do t, then Fockey ſhoot, 
For the Kirk of Scotland doth command, 
And what hath been, ſince they came in, 
I think w*have cauſc to underftand. 


— 
— . 
11 


A Song. 


Old time is ſtill a flying, 
For that Flower that ſmclls to day, 
To morrow will be dying. 


That Age is beſt; which if ſhe force 
While youth and blood are warmer, \ 
N 4 
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But being ſhe grows worſe and worſe, 
And (till tucceeds the former. 


The glorious Lamp of Heaven, the Sun, 
The higher he's a getting, 

The ſooner will his race be Run, 

And nearer to his ſetting, 


Then be not coy, but uſe your time, 
And while you may, go marry,” 

For if you loſe but once your prime 
You may for ever tarry. 


The Gelding of the Divel. 


A Story ſtrange I will you tell 
Ot the geld ing of the Divel of hell, 


And of the Baker ot Manyfield Town, 

That ſold his bread both white and brown; 
To Nottingham Market he was bound, 
And riding under the Willows clear 

The Baker ſung with a merry chear. 


The Bakers horſe was luſty and found, 
And worth in Judgement full tive pound; 
His skin was ſmooth, and his fleſh was fat, 
His Mafter was well pleas'd with that, 
which made him fing ſo merry, merrily 
As he was paſſing on the way. LT 


| But 


But 


—_— 


Complete. 


But as he rode over the hill 

There met him two divels of hell: 

O Baker, Baker, then cry d he, 

How comes thy horſe fo fat to be 
Theſe be the words the Baker did ſay, 
Becauſe his ſtones are cut away. 


Then, quoth the divel, if it be ſo, 

Thou ſhalt geld me before thou doſt go z 
Firſt tye thy horſe to yonder tree, 

And with thy knife come and geld me; 
The Baker he had a knife for the nonce 
Where with to cut out the devils ſtones. 


The Baker, as jt came to pals, 

In haſte alighted from his horſe, 

And the divel on his back he lay, 
While the Baker cut his ſtones away, 
Which put the divel to great pain 
And made him to cry out amain. 


O, quoth the divel, beſhrew thy heart, 
Thou doſt not feel how I doſmart, 

And for the deed that thou haſt done 

I will revenged be agen, | 

And underneath this Green-wood tree 
Next Market day I will geld thee. 
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The Baker then but a little ſaid, 
But at his heart was ſore afraid 
He durſt no longer then to ſtay, 
But he rode hence another way : 
And coming to his Wife, did tell 
How he had gelt the divel of hell. 


| Moreover to his Wife he told 
A tale that made her heart full cold, 
How that the divel to him did ſay, 


That he would geld him next Market day: 


O, quoth the good wite, without doubt 
I had rather both thy eyes were out. 


For then all the people far and near, 
That know thee, will but mock and jeer, 


And good-wives they will ſcold and brawl,” 


And ſtoneleſs Gelding will thee call; 
Then hold content, and be thou wiſe, 
And I'll ſome pretty trick de viſe. 


I'll make the divel change his note, 
Give me thy Hat, thy Band, and Coat, 
Thy Hoſe and Doublet eke alſo, 

And I like to a man will go; 

I'll warrantthee next Market day 

To fright the divel clean away. 


Complete. 


when the Bakers wife was ſo dreſt, 

With all her bread upon ber beaſt, 

To Nottingham Market, that brave Town, þ 
To ſell her bread, both white and brown, | 
And riding merrily over the hill, 

O there ſhe ſpy d the two divels of hell. 


| 
A little dive), and another, | 
As they were playing both together; | | 
Oh ho,quoth the divel, right tain, " 8 
Here comes the Baker riding amain 3 
Now be thou well, or be thou woe, | 
I will geld thee before thou doſt go. | 


The Bakers wife to the divel did ſay, 

Sir, I was gelded yeſterday: 

O, quoth the divel, I meanto ſee; 

And pulling her coats above her kuec, 
And ſo looking upward from the ground, 
O there he ſpy da terrible wound. 


O, quoth the divel, now I (ce 
That he was not cunning that gelded thee, 
For when that he had cut out the ſtones, 
He ſhould have cloſed up the wounds, 

But if thou wilt ſtay but a little ſpace 
Ill fetch ſome ſalve to cure the place. 
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He had not ran but a little way, 
But up her belly crept a Flea: 
The little divel ſeeing that, 

He up with his paw and gave her a pat, 
Which made the good wife for to ſtart, 
And with that ſhe let go a rowzing fart. 


O, quoth the divel, thy life is not long 
Thy breath it ſmells ſo horrible ſtrong, 
Therefore go thy way, and make thy will, 
Thy wounds are paſt all humane skill; 

Be gone, be gone, make uo delay, 

For here thou ſhalt no longer ſtay. 


The good wiſe with this news was glad, 
But ſhe left the divel almoſt mad; 

And when ſhe to her husband came, 
With a joyful heart ſhe told the ſame, 
How ſhe had couzncd the divel of hell, 


Which pleas d her Husband wondrous well. 


a_ 


The Vagabond. 


Am a Rogue, and a ſtout one, 

A moſt couragious drinker : 
Ido excell, it's known full well, | 
The Ratter, Tom, or Tinker ; 


Complete. 


Then do TI cry, Good your Worſhip 
Beſtow ſome ſmall Denier a, 

And bravely then at the bouking Ken 
I'll bouze it all in beera. 
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My dainty Dames and Doxes, 

When that they ſec lacking, 

Without delay, poor wretches, they 

Will ſend the Duds a packing: 
Then do I cry, &c. 


Ten miles unto a Market 

I go to meet a Miſer, 

And in the throng I'll nip a bung, 

And the party ne'r the witer : 
Then do I cry, &c. 


If the Centry be coming, 

Then ſtreight it is my taſhion, 

My leg I'll tye cloſe to my thigh 

To move them to compaſſion : 
Then dol cry, &. 


When I hear a Coach come rumbling, 
To my Crutches ſtreight I hye mc, 
For being lame, it is a ſhame 

Such Gallants ſhould deny me; 

Then do cry, Ce. 
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My Peg in a firing doth lead me 
When I go intothe Town, Sir, 
For to the blind all men are kind, 
And with their Alms beftow, Sir ; 
Then do cry , &. 
Ich winter time ſtark naked . 
I go into ſome City, = 
And every nian, that ſpare them c 
Will give me cloaths for pit; 
Then do I cry, & c. 4 


My doublet ſleeves hang empty, 

And for to beg the bolder, 

For meat and drink my arm III chrink 

up cloſe unto my (ſhoulder, \ 
Then dol cry, &c. - 


If any gives me lodging 

A courteous knave they find me, 

For in my bed, alive; or dead, 

I leave ſome Lice behind me; 
Then do Icry, &c, 


If from out the Low Countrics 

I hear a Captains name, Sir, 

Then ſtraight I'll ſwear I have been there 

And ſo in fight came lame Sir; 
Then do Icry, &c, 


pay 


Complete. 


In Paul Charch-yard by a Piller 
Sometimes you (ce me fiand, Sir, 
With a writ that ſhews what cares, what woes 
I have paſt by Sca and Land, Sir; 

Then do Icy, &c. 


Come buy, come buy a Horn-book, 

Who buys my Pins and Needles: 

Such things dol in the City cry 

Ottimes to ſcape the Beadles; 
Then dol cry, &c. 


_ GOP 


Then blame me not tor begging, 

And boaſting all alone, Sir, 

My ſelf I will be praiſing ſtill, 

For Neighbours I have none, Sir; 
Then dol cry, &&. 


The Towial Loyalliſt. 


QTY, ſhut the Gate, 
T'other quart, faith tis not ſo late 
As your thinking, 

The Stars which you ſec in the Hemiſphere be, 

Are but ſtuds in our checks by good drinking; 

The Sun's gone to tipple all night in the Sea boys, 

To morro he'll bluſh that he's paler than we boys, 

Drink wine, give him water, *tis Sack makes us the 

* ( boys. 
| | Fill 
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Fill up the Glaſs, 
To the next merry Lad let it paſs, 
Come away with't : 
Let's ſet foot to foot, and but give our minds to't, 
Tis heretical Six that doth lay wit: 
Then hang up good faces, let's drink till our no 
Give freedom to ſpeak what our fancy diſpoſes, 
Beneath whoſe protection, now under the roſe is. 


Drink off your Bow], 
'Twill enrich both your head and your ſoul 
With Canary ; 
For a carbuncl'd face faves a tedious race, 
And the Indies above us we carry : 
No Helicon like to the juice of good wine is, 
For Phabxs had never had wit that divine is, 
Had his face not been bow-dy'd as thine is, & miu 
(is 
This muſt go round, 
Off with your hats till the pavement be crown'd 
With ycur Bevers, 
A Red-coated face frights a Sergeant and his Mace, 
Whilſt the Conſtable trembles to ſhivers, 
In ftate march our faces like ſome of the qurum, 
While the whores do fall down, & the vulgar adore 
"um, 
And our noſes like Link-boys run ſhining befor: 
um. 
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The Second Part. 


* 


The Second Part of 


The Anſwer. 


Old, quaff no more, 
But reſtore, 

It you can, you've loſt by your drinking, 

Three Kingdoms and Crowns, 

With their Cities and Towns, 
While the King and his Progeny is Gnking 3 
The ſtuds in your cheeks have obſcured his tar, boys, 
Your drink and miſcarriages in the late war, boys, 
Hath brought his Perogative thus to the Bar, boys, 


Throw down the Glaſs, 
He's an Aſs 
That extracts all his worth from Canary: 
That valour will ſhrink, 
Which is only good in drink, 
'Twas the Cup made the Camp to milcarry. 
Ye thought in the world there was no power could 
tame ye, 
Ye tipled and whor'd till the Foe overcame ye, 
Cuds-uigs and ne'r-ſtix Sir, hath vanquiſht God- 
datu me- 


Fly from the coaſt, 
Or y* are loſt, 


And the water will ran where the drink went, 
From 


me we# ww 


Ys, 
5, 
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From hence you muſt ſlink, 

If you (wear and have no chink, 

"Tis the curſe of a Royal Delinquent. 

Ye love to ſee Beer bowls turn'd over the thumb 
well 

Ye love three fair Gameſters, four Dice and a Drum 
Well 

But jou · das live ſee the divel as Oliver Cromwel, 


Drink not the round, 
You'll be drown'd 

In the ſource of your Sack and your Sonnets, 

Try once more your Fate 

For the Kirk againſt the State, | 
And go barter your Bever for Bonnets: | 
ſce how you'r charm'd by your female incharuers, W 
And theretore pack hence to Virginia tor planters, | 
For an act and two red- coats will rout all the Ran- 

ters. : 


— — 
— — 


A Catch. 
He ſhe not care enough, circ enough, 


Carc enough of the old man ? 
Shewed him, ſhe fed him, 
And to the bed ſhe led him; 
For ſeven long winters ſhe lifted him on: 
But oh how the neg1'd him, negl'd him, 
Oh how ſhe negl d him all the night long 
» ©@ 2 


— 
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The Second Part of 
A Catch. 


— 


Here's a Health unto his Majeſty with a Fa la la, &. 


Converſion to his cuemies with a Fa la la, &c. 
And he that will not pledge this Health, 
I wiſh bim neither wit nor wealth, 


Nor yct a Rope to hang himſclt with a Fa la la, &. 


Good Adwice againſt Treaf, on. 


U ſince it was lately enacted high Treaſon 
For a man to {peak truth againſt the head of: 
State, | 
Let every wiſe man make uſe of his reaſon, (prate, 
To think what he will, but take heed what he 
For the Proverb dothlearn us, (skin, 
He that ſtaics from the battel ſleeps in a whole 
And our words are our on, if we keep them within, 
What fools are we then that to prattle do begin, 
Of things that do uot concern us, 


Tis no matter to me who e'r gets the battel, 
The Tubs or the Croſſcs, tis all one to me, 

It neither increaſeth my goods nor my cattel, 
A beggar's a beggar, aud ſo he ſhall be, 

Unleſs he turn Traytor. 

Let Miſers take courſes to hoard up their treaſure, 
Whoſe bounds have no limits whoſe minds hart 

no meaſure, 


re, 


ant 
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Let me be but quiet, and take a little pleaſure, 
A little contents my own nature. 
But What if the Kingdom returns to one of the 
Prime ones? 
My mind is a Kingdom, and ſo it ſhall be, 
ll make it appcar, it I had but the time on<e, 
He's as happy in one, as they are in three, 
Ithe might but enjoy it : 
He that's mounted aloft, isa mark tor the Fate, 
And an envy to every pragmatical pate, 
Whileft he that is low is ſate in his eſtate, 
And the great ones do ſcorn to annoy him, 


I count him no wit that is gifted in rayling, 
And flurting at thoſe that above him do lit, (ling, 
Whilſt they do out-wit him with whipping and goa- 
His purſe and his perſon mult pay for his wit: 
But it is betcer to be drinking, 
If Sack were retorm'd to twelve pence a quart, 
I'd ſtudy for money to Merchandize fort, (ſport, 
Wich a friend that is willing in mirth we would 
Not a word , but we'd pay it with thinking, 


My petition ſhall be that Canary be cheapcr, 
Without cither Cuſtom, or curſed Excize, 
That the wits may have freedom to drink deepeg 
and deeper, 

And not be undone whilſt our Noſes we baptize, 


N But we'll liquor them, and drench them; 
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If this were but granted, who would not deſire, 
To dub himſelfe one of Apollo's acquire? 
And then we will drink whilſt our Noſes are on fire, 
And the quart-pots ſhall be Buckets to quench 
them. 


| The feaſting of the Divel by Ben- 
Johnſon. 


+ Cook-Lenre! would needs have the divel his gueſt, 
And bad him once into the Peake to dinner; 
Where never the Fiend had ſuch a Feaſt 
Provided him at the charge of a ſinner. 


His Romack was queaſic(for comming there coacht) 
The jogging had cauſed ſome crudities riſe, 

To help it he call'd for a Puritan poacht, 

That uſed to turn up the eggs of his eycs. 


And ſo recovered unto his wiſh, 
He fate him down, and he fell to cat 
Promooter in plum-broath was the firſt diſh; 
His own privy Kitchin had no ſuch ineat. 


ret though with this he much were taken, 
upon a ſudden he ſhifted his trencher 
As ſoonas he ſpide the bawd, and bacon, 
By this you may note the diycl's a wencher. 


ht) 
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Six pickled Taylors ſliced and cut, — 
Sempſters, Tire-women ht for his pallet, 

With feather-men, and perfumers put, 


Some twelve in a Charger to make a grand ſallet. 


A rich fat Uſurer ſtew'd in his Marrow, 
And by him a Lawyers head and Green-ſawce 
Both which his belly took in like 2 barraw, | 
As if till then he had never (een fawce. 


Then carbinadoed, and cookt with pains 
Was brought up a cloven Ser jednts Face; 
The ſawee was made of the Yeomans brains, \ 
That had been beaten out with bis own Mace. | 
| 
| 


Two roaſted Sheriffs came whole to the board, 
(The Feaſt had nothing been without um,) 
Both living and dead they were Fox d and Fur'd ; 
Their chains like Sawſages hung about um. 


The very next diſh was the Mayor of a town, | | 
With a pudding of maintenance thruit in his belly; 
Like a Goole in the Feathers dreſt in his Gown, 
And his couple of Hinch boys boyl'd to a jelly. | 
A London Cuckold hot from the ſpit, | 
And when the Carver up had broke him, 
The divel chopt up his head at a bit, hun 
But the horns were very near like to have chos 
O 4 The 
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The Chine ofa Leacher too there was roaſted, 
With a plump Harlots haunch and Garlick 3 
A Panders pettitoes that had boaſted 
Himſelf a Captain, yet never was warlike. 


| Alarge fat Paſty ofa Mid- wife hot, 

| And for a cold bak't meat into the ftory, 

A revercnd painted Lady was brought, 
 Andcoftind in cruſt, till now ſhe was hoary. 


To theſe, an over-grown=]Jultice of peace 

With a Clark like a gizard thruſt under each arm, 
And warrants for ſippet s, laid in his own greaſe 
Set over a chafing - diſh to be kept warm. 


The Jowle of a Jaylor ſerved for Fiſh, 

A Conſtable ſouz'd with Vinegar by, 
Two Alder- men Lobſters aſleep in a diſh, 
A Deputy tart, a Church-· warden pye. 


All which devoured, he then for a cloſe, 
Did for a full draught of Darby call, 
Je heav d the huge Veſſel up to his Noſe, 

And left not till he had drunk up all. 


hen from the Table he gave a ſtart, 

Where banquet and wine were nothing ſcarce ; 
N which he ſtarted away with a Fart, 

From whence it was called the divels Arſe, 

| | And 


Merry Drollerie, Complete. 217 


And there he made ſuch a breach with the wind, 
The hole too ſtanding open the while, 

That the ſcent of the Vapour before and behind, 

Hath foully perfum'd moſt part of the Ile. 


And this was Tobacco, the Learned ſuppoſe, 
Which ſince in Country, Court, and Town, 

In the divels Glifter-pipe ſmoakes at the Noſe 
Of Polcat and Madam, of Gallant, and Clowu. 


From which wicked weed, with ſwines-fleſh & Ling, 
Or any thing elſe that's feaſt for the Fiend, 

Our Captains and we cry God fave the King, 
And ſend him good meat, & Mirth without end. 


— 
— — 
— — 1. 


A Catch. 


Fig for care, why ſhonld we ſpare 
The Pariſh is bound to find us, 
For thou and 1 and all muſt dye, 
And leave the world behind us. 


The Clerk ſhall Siag, the Bells ſhall Ring 
And the Old Wives wind us; 

Sir Jobn ſhall lay our Bones in Clay, 

Where no body means to find us, 
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The Virtue of Wine. 


Et Souldiers "g ht for praiſc, and pay, 
And Moncy bil the Miſers wiſh 3 

| Fn Scholars ſtudy all the day, 

| And gluttons glory in their diſh 

| "Tis wine, tis wine revives ſad fouls, 


+ Therefore give me the chearing bowls, 


Let Minions marſhal every hair, 
And in a Lovers lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear 
- We have the native red and white; 
"Tis wine, Pure wine, Ce, 
Take Pheaſant, Puet, and Culvered Salmon, 
And how to please your Pallats think; 
Give us a (alt Weſtphalia gammon, 
Not meat to cat, but meat to drink 
Tis wine, pure wine, Oc. 


Some have the Ptyſick, ſome the Rheume, 

Some have the Palſie, ſome the Gout 
me {well with fat, and ſome 1 | 

ut they are ſound that drink all out; 

ö a= wine, tis wine, Cc. 


Some | 
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| Some men want Wit, and ſome want Wealth; 
Some want a Wife, and ſome want a Punk; 
Some men want Food, and ſome want Health, 
But he wants nothing that is drunk ; 

'T 18 wine, tis pure wine, c. 


It makes the backward ſpirits brave, 

Them lively, that before were dull; 

Thoſe grow good Fellows that are grave, 

Aud kindneſs ſprings from Cups brimetull ; 
'Tis wine, tis wine revives {ad ſoules, 
Therefore give me the Charming bowles. 


—  — 


A Catch, 


Afflictions run Circular and wheele about, 
With the juice of the Grape we'll quench the 


Ne er chain nor impriſon thy foul up in ſorrow, 
What failes us to day, may befriend us to morrow, 


(nings, 
E'er trouble thy ſelf at the times or their tur: 


Away with thy murmurings, & thy — 


(out. 
— 


Let us ſcorn our content from others to borrow. © * 


A 


| 


- 


| 
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A Catch. 


Hree merry boys came out of the Weſt, 
To make Salt- peter ſtrong 

They turn'd it into Gunpowder, 
To charge the Kings Canon 

And ſo let this health go round, go round, 
And ſo let this health go round, 

Although thy ſtocking be made of Silk 
Thy knet ſhall touch the ground. 

God bleſs his Majeſty, 

And ſend him Victory. 

Over his Encmy's | 

All or none. 


— n 


A Loves Song. 


Alm was the Evening, and clear was the Skie, 
And new budding Flowers did ſpring, 

hen all alone went Amyntasand 1 

To hear the ſweet Nightingale ſing. 

I fate, and he laid him down by me, 

and ſcarcely his breath he could draw, 

But when with a fear, 

He began to come near, 

Je was daſht with a ah, ah, ah. 


— — 


Merry Drollerie,Complete. 221 


He bluſht to himſelt, and lay ſtill for a while, 
And his modeſty curb'd his deſire, 
But itreightly convinc'd all his fears with a ſmile, 
And added new flames to his fire. 
Ah Silvia, ſaid he, you are cruel, 
To keep your poor Lover in awe, 

Then once more he pr eſt 

With his hands to my breſt, 
But was daſht with a ah, ah, ah. 


I knew ' twas his paſſions cauf'd all his fear, 
And therefore I piticd his caſe, 
I whiſper'd him ſoftly, there's no body near, 
And laid my cheek cloſe to his face: 
But as he grew bolder and bolder, 
A ſhepheard came by us and (aw, 

Aud juſt as our blifs 

5 Regan with a Kiſs: 
He burſt out with a Ha, Ha, ha, Ha. 


The Brewers P raiſe. 


T Here's many a blinking verſe was made 
In honour of the Blackſmiths trade, 
But more of the Brewers may be ſaid, 
Which no body can deny. 
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I need not elſe but this repeat, 

The Blackſmith cannot be compleat, 

unleſs the Brewer do give him a heat, 
Which no body, &c. 


When Smug unto his Forge doth come 

Unleſs the Brewer doth liquor him home 

Could nc'er ſtrike my pot and thy pot Tom, 
Which no body, &c. 


Of all the Profeſſions in the Town, 

This Brewers trade did gain renown, 

His liquor once reacht up to the Crown, 
Which no body, &c. 


Much bloud from him did ſpring, 

Of all the trades this was the King, 

The Brewer had got the world in a fling, 
Which no body, &c. ; 


Though Honour be a Princeſs daughter, 

The Brewer will woe her in bloud and ſlaughter, 

And win her, or elſe it ſhall coſt him hot water, 
Which no body, &c. 


He fear'd no pouder, nor martial ſtops, 
But whipt Armies as round as tops, 
And cut off his toes as thick as hops, 
Which no body, Cc. 


Merry Drollerie,Complete. 


He div d for riches down to the bottom, 

And cri d, my Maſters, when he had got um, 

Let every Tub ſtand upon his own bottom, 
Which no body, c. 


In warlike Arts he ſcorn d to ſtoop, 
For when his party began to droop, 


' He'd bring them all up as round as a hoop, 


Which no body,&c. 


The Jewiſh Scots, who fear to eat 


The fleſh of Swine, our brewers beat, (treat 
'Twas the fight of their hogsſheads made them to re- 


Which no body, Cc. 


Poor Fockze and his basket - hilt 

Was beaten, and much bloud was ſpilt, 

When their bodies, like barrels, did run a tilt, 
Which no body, &. 


Though Femmy did give the firſt affault, 

The Brewer he made them at length to hault, 

And gave them what the Cat left in the mault, 
Which no body, Cc. ; 


They did not only bang the Kirk, 

But in Ireland too they did as much work, 

Twas the Brewer made them ſurrender Cork, 
Which no body. &c. 
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This was a ſtout Brewer, of whom we may brag, * 

But ſince he was hurried away with a hag, 

We have brew'd in a bottley and bak d in a bag, 
Which no body, & c. 0 


They ſaid that Antichriſt came to ſettle 

Religion within a Cooler and a Kettle, 

His Noſe and his Copper were both of a mettle, 
Which no body, ec. 


He had a ſtrong, and a very ſtout heart, 

And look'd to be made an Emperour for't, 

But the Divel did ſet a ſpoke in his Cart, 
Which no body, &c. 


The Chriftian Kings began to quake, 

And ſaid, with that Brewer no quarrels we'll make, 

We'll let him alone, as he brews let him bake, 
Which no body, &c. 


But yet by the way you muſt needs underſtand, 
He kept all his Paſſions ſo under command, 
Pride never could get the upper-hand, 

Which no body, &c. 


And now may all ſtout ſouldiers ſay, 
Farewell the glory of the Dray, 

For the Brewer himſelf is turn d to Clay, 
Which no body, Cc. 
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Thus fell a brave Brewer the bold ſbn of laughter, 
Who necd not to fear muchwhat ſhould follow after, _ 


That dealt all his life-time in fire and water, 
which no body, &c. 


And if his Succeſſor had had but his might , * 
we all had not been in that pitiful plight, 
But alas, he was found many grains to light, 
Which no body, &c. 


Though Wine be a Juice ſweet, pleaſant, and pure, 
This Trade doth ſuch pleaſure and profit procure, 
That every Vintner in Town is turn'd Brewer, 
VVhich no body, &c. 


But now let's leave ſinging, and drink off our Bub, 
Let's call for a Reckoning, and every man club, 
ake, I For I think I have told youa Tale of a Tub, 
VVhich no body can deny. 


The Song of the Blacksmith. 
F all the Trades that ever I ſee, (bez; 
Thete's none to the Blacksmith compared may 


vvith ſo many ſeveral tooles works he, 
VVhich no body can deny. 


The firſt that ever Thunderbolts made 


as 2 Cyclops of the Blackſmiths Trade, 
Vina Learned Author is ſaid, 


Chus VVbich no body, Cc. : 
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When thundring like we ſtrike about, 

The fire like Lightning flaſhes but, 

Which ſuddenly with water we d'out, 
Which no body, &. 


The faireſt Goddeſs in the skies, 

To marry with Valcan did adviſe, 

And he was a Blackſmith grave and wiſe, 
Which no body, Cc. 


Vultan he to do her right, 

Did build her a Town by day and by night, 

And gave it a name which was Hammerſmiths hight, 
Which no body, Cc. | 


Vulcan farther did acquaint her, 

That a pretty Eſtate he would appoint her, 

And leave her Seacoal-lane for a Joynter, 
Which no body, &. 


And that no enemy might wrong her, 

He built her a fort, you d wiſh no ſtronger , 

Which was in the lane of Ironmong er, 
Which no body, &c. 


{ aithfield he did cleanſe from durt, 

And ſure there was great Reaſen for't, 

For there he meant ſhe ſhould keep her Court, 
Which no body, &c. 
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But after in a good time and tide, ; | 
It was by the Blackſmith rectitid 
To the honour of Edmund Ironſide, 
Which no body, &e, 


Vulcan after made a traine, 

wherein the God of war was tane, 

Whichever ſince hath been call'd Pauly chaine, 
Which no body, &c. 


The common Proverb as it is read, 

bt, That a man muſt hit the naile on the head, 
> | Without the Blackſmith cannot be ſaid, 
Which no body, &c. 


Another muſt not be forgot, 

And falls unto the Blackſmichs lot, 
That a man ſtrike while the Iron is hot; 
Which no body, &c. 


Another comes in moſt proper and fit, 
The Blackſmiths juſtice is ſcen in it, 

When you give a man roaft & beat him with the ſpit 
When no body, &c. 


Another comes in our Blackſmiths way, 

hen things are ſafe, as old wives ſay, 
have them under lock aud key, 

Which no body, Cc. 
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Another that's in the Blackſmiths books, 

And only te him for remedy looks, 

Is when a man's quite off the hooks, 
Which no body, Cc. 


Another Proverb to him doth belong, 

And therefore let's do the Blackſmith no wrong, 

When a man's held to it buckle and thong, 
VVhich no body, &c. 


Another Proverb doth make me laugh, 

Wherein the Blackſmith may challenge half, 

When a Reaſon's as plain as a Pike ſtaffe, 
Which no body, &c, 


Though your Lawyers travel both near and far, 


And by long pleading a good cauſe may mar, 
Yet your Blackſmith takes more pains at the Bar, 
Which no body, &c. 


Though your Scrivener ſeck tocruſh and to kill 

By his counterfeit deed, and thereby doth ill, 

Yet your Blackſmith may forge what he will, 
Which no body, &c. 


Though your bankrupt Citizens lurk in their hot 
And laugh at their Creditors, and their Catchpt 
Yet your Blackſmith can fetch them over the co 
VVhich no body, &. 
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Though Fockje in the ſtable be never fo neat 

Tolook to his nag,and preſcribe him his meat, 

Yet your Blackſmith knows better how to give 2 
Which no body, Cc, (heat, 


Ifany Taylor have the Itch, 

The Blackſmiths water, as black as pitch, 

Will make his hands go thorough ſtitch, 
Which no body, &c. 


There's never a ſlut, if filth o'r ſmutch her, 

But owes to the Blackſmith for her leacher, 

For without a pair of tongues there's no man will 
Which no body, &c. (touch her, 


Your roaring boy, who every one Quails, 

Tights, domincers, ſwaggers, and rayls, 

Could never yet make the Smith cat his Nails, 
Which no body, &c. 


Ifa Schollar be in doubt, 

And cannot well bring his matter about, 

The Blackſmith he can hammer it out, 
Which no body, &c. 


Now if to know him you would deſire, 
= maſt not ſcorn, but rank him higher, 
r what he gets, is out of the fire, 
Which no body, &c. 
P 3 Now 
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Now here's a good health to Blackſmiths all, 

And let it go round, as round as a ball; 

we ll drink it all off, though it coſt us a fall, 
Which no body can deny. 


— — 


The Cypſie s, a Catch. 


Ome my dainty doxies, 
My Dove, my Darle, my Dear, 
We have neither meat nor drink, 
Yct never want good chear 3 
Ve take no care for Candle, Rents 
We lye, we ſwear, we ſnort in Tents, 
Come rouſe betimes 
All you that love your dinners, 
Our ſtore now taken 
With Pigs, Hens, and Bacon, 
And that's good meat for ſinnets. 


At Fairs and Wakes we cuzzen 
Poor Country Folk by the dozen ; 
Some come to dishurſes, | 
And ſome to pick purſes 3 
We for want of uſe 
We ſteal both hoſe and ſhooes, 
Gilded Spurs with jingling Rowels, * 
Shirts or Smocks, Sheets or Towels 3 


Come 
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Come live with us all you that love your caſe, 
He that's a Gipſie may be drunk when he pleaſe, 
we laugh, we quaff, we roar, we ſuuffle 
we drink, we Drab, we cheat, we ſhuffle, 


—— 
—— 


In imitation of Come my Daphne, 4 
Dialogue betwixt Pluto and Oliver. 


Pluto YOme Imp Royal, come away, | 
Into black night we will turn bright day. 
Oliver. Tis Pluto calls, what would my Syre? 
Pluto. Come follow to the Stygian fire. 
Where Ireton doth wait to welcome thee in 
Oliver. Were I in bed with my ſweet wife, (State, 
I'd quit thoſe joys for ſuch a lite. 
Pluto. My Princely Nol make haſt, i Þ 
For thee we keep a faft. | 
Oliver. In theſe diſmal ſhades will I 
Unto thee unfold my Villany. 
Pluto, In my boſome I'll thee lay, 
For thy ſake we'll all keep Holy day. 


Chorus. We'll rage and roar, and fry in flames, 
And Cbarles himſelf ſhall ſee 95 
How damn'dly we agree, 
Yet ſcorn to change our Chains 
For his Eternal diety. | 
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A Catch 
{ (forme, 


T He wiſe men were but ſeven, ne'r mare ſhall be 
* Muſes were but 9, the worthies 3 times 3; 
nd three merry boys, & three merry boys are we; 


The Vertues were but ſeven. & three the greater be; 
ThcCeſars they were twelve, &the fatal Siſters three; 
And three merry Girles,& three merry Girlcs art 

| | (we. 


— — 


The Power o f Wine, 


Ow poor is his Spirit, how loſt is his name? 

Deceiveth Opinion, and curtels his Fame, 
When as his deſign turns neer to their hate, 
"Twixt ſhall I, and ſhall I ſuſpedts their one wait, 
Hath traffickt for honour, but loſt the whole fraight; 
He that's ſtout in the front, but not ſo in the rear, 
Doth tortcit his Fame, and is cowed down by fear. ' 


A ſmall part of honour to him doth belong, 
Conſults net his glory, but faints in the throng, 
That fears to embrace what his Country doth vote, 
And yields up ker liberty to a Red- coat; 
Syre Miſnmmer is near, and ſome men do doat, 


—_ =} 
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Ilike the bold Romans, whole Fame ever rings 
That kept in ſubjection ſuch pitiful things. 
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He that will be Bugbear d is turn d again Child, 

A Reed than a Scepter is fitter to weild: 

Examine that ſtory, no ory you'll find 

Than ſav ing that ſtory that Cat will to kind; 

The world is deluded, the Commonwealth blind, 
Your falſe ſtamps of honor proves but copper mettle 
And Fame ſounds as loud from a tinkers pld kettle: 


He that hath palt the Pike, and found Canonefree, 
Which ſhews that no curſe from his Parents could be, 
Had a ſoul ſo devout made killing a trade, 

And now to retreat at the ſcent ofa blade, (made, 
Doth ſhew of what mould our Knight-errant is 
He that flags in his flight when his ambition foars 
Doth ſtab his own merit, & gives fame the lye. (high 


Then Cicero- like you gown-men dtench cares, 
O'rwhelm'd with your own & your Countries al- 
And Pulpit-men to be as ayry as he; (fairs, 
Do you but preach Sack up, we'ſl ne'r diſagree 
That Common-wealth's beſt that is the moſt free, 
Then fret not, nor care not, when the Sack's in our 
We fancy a King up, or fancy him down. (Crown, 


"x Tho | 


S 
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" The mad Zealot. 


A M I mad, O noble Feſtur, 

When zeal and godly knowledge 

Have put me in hope 

To deal with the Pope, 

As wellas the beſt in the Colledge ? 

Boldly I preach, hate a Crols, hate a Surplice, 
Miters, Copes, and Rochets: 
Come hear me pray nine times a day, 
And fill your heads with Crotchets. 


In the houſe of pure Emanuet 
I had my Education., 
Where my friends ſurmiſo 

I dazelFd mine eyes 
With the light of Revelation, 
Boldly I preach, Ge. , 


They bound me likea Beldam, | 
They laſht my four poor quarters; 
Whilſt this I endure, = 
Faith makes me ſure 

. To be one of Foxes Martyrs, 

' Boldly I preach, ec. 
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Theſe injurics I ſuffer 

Through Antichriſts perſwaſious ; 

Take oft chis chain, 

Neither Rome nor Spain 

Can re fait my ſtrong invaſions, 
Boldly I preach, &c, 


Ofthe beaſts ten horns( God bleſs us ) 
I have knockt off three alrcady ; 
It they let me alone, 
I'll leave him none ; 
But they (ay I am too heady, 
Boldly I preach, &c, 


When I Sack'd the ſeven hill d-City, 

I met the great red Dragon ; 

I kept him aloof, 

With the armour of proof, 

Though here I have never a rag on: 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


With a fiery Sword and Target 
There fou 1 I with this Monſter: 
But the — of pride 
My zeal deride, 

Aud all my deeds miſconſter. 
Boldly I preach, &c, 
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I uuhors'd the whore of Babel 

With a Lance of Inſpirations : 

I made her ſtink, 

And ſpill her drink 

In the cup of Abominations, 

Boldly I preach, &c. 


I have ſeen two in a Viſion, 

With a flying Book between them: 

I have been in deſpair 

Five times a year, 

And cur'd by reading Ereenbam, 
Boldly I preach, &. 


I obſerv'd in Perkjns Tables 
The black Lines of Damnation, 
Thoſe crooked veins 
So ſtuck in my brains, 

That I fear d my Reprobation, 
{ BoldlyIpreach, & c. 


In the holy land of Canaan 
I plac'd my chiefeſt pleaſure, 
| Till I prick't my foot, i, 
With an Hebrew root, 
That I bled beyond all meaſure, 
Boldly I preach, &c. 


wed? or ond 1. ty 
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I appear'd before th' Archbiſhop, 
And all the High Commiſſion : ' 
I gave him no Grace, 

But told him to his face 

That he favour'd Superſtition, * 
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Boldly I preach, hate a Crols, hate a Surplice, 


Miters, Copes, and Rochets : , 
Come hear me pray nine times a day, 
And fill your heads with Crotchets.\ 


m_ 
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Drunk with Lowe. 


| mg dont, but am a Sort to ſhew it, 
I was a very fool to let her know it, 
For now ſhe doth ſo cunning grow, 
And proves a friend worſe than a Foe, 


She will not hold me faft, nor let me go : 


She tells me I cannot forlake her, 


Then ftraight I endeavour to leave her, 


But to make me ſtay throws a kiſs in my way, 


O then I could tarry tor ever. 


Thus I retire, ſalute, and fit down by her 
There dol fry in froſt, and freeze in tire ; 


Now nectar from her lips I ſup, 
And though I cannot drink all up, 


Yet Iam Fox d with kiſling of the Cup: 
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For her lips are two brimmers of Clarret, 

- Where firſt I began to miſcarry, | 
Her breaſts of delight are two bottles of White, 
And her eyes are two cups of Canary, 


— as Ilive, dead drunk beyond reprieve, 
or all my ſecrets dribble through a ſieve 
About my neck her arms the layeth, 
Now all is Goſpel that ſhe faith, 
Which I lay hold on with my fudled faith; 
I tind a fond Lover's a Drunkard, 
And dangerous is when he flies out, 
With hips, and with lips, with black eyes & white 
Blind Cupid ſure tipled his eyes out. (thighs 


| She bids me riſe, tells me I muſt be wiſe, 


Like her, for ſhe's not jn love ſhe cries; 


| This makes me fret, and fling, and throw, | 
{ Shall I be fettered to my foe ? 
I begin to run, but cannot go; 


I prethee, ſweet, uſe me more kindly, 

You were better to hold me faſt, 

If you once diſengage your bird from his cage, 
Believe it he Il leave you at laſt. 


| Like Sot fit , that fill d the Town with wit, 
But now confeſs I have moſt need of it; 
have been fox d with Duck and Deer 


Above a quarter of a year 
Beyond 


2er 


I « 


ute 


was ever Sot ſo drunk with ſips, 


| 
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Beyond the cure of ſleeping, or {mall beer: 
I think I can number 11 too, 
uly, Auguſt, September, Odlober 
A goes my — A miſchief light owe, 
But ſure I ſhall go when I'm ſober. 


My Legs are lam'd, my courage is quite tam'd, 

My heart and all my body is cnflam'd, 

As by experience l can prove, 

And ſwear by all the Powers above, 

Tis better to be drunk with wine than love: 
For 'tis Sack makes us merry and witty, | 
Our forcheads with Jewels — | 
Although we do grope, yet there's ſome hope 
That a man may EA. next morning. 


Thus, with command, ſhe throws me from her haud, 
And bids me go, yet knows I cannot ſtand, 
I meaſure all the ground by trips, 


Or can a man be overſeen with lips ? 
I pray Madam fickle be faithful, 
And leave off your damnable dodging, 
Then do not deceive me, either love me or leave 
Or let me go home to my lodging. (me, 


I have too much, and yet my folly is ſuch, 
I cannot hold, but muſt have t'other touch; 
Here's a health to the King: how now? 
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I'm drunk and ſpeak treafon I vow, 

Lovers and Fools ſay any thing you know 
I fear I have tired yout patience, 
But Fm ſure 'tis I have the wrong ont; 


My wits are bereft, and all I have left \ 

Is ſcarce enough to make a Song ont; ] 

My Miltris and I ſhall never comply, ( 

And there's the ſhort and the long on't. v 

15 — 

— 10 k 

A Preſent to a Lady. I 

Adies I do here preſent you 4 
With a token Love hath ſent you; 

Tis a thing to ſport and play with, — 

Such another pretty thing ' 

For to pals the time away with | 

Prettier ſport was never ſeen 1 - 

Name Iwill not, nor define it, Ib 

Sure I am you may devine it: An 

By thoſe modeſt looks I guels it, 1% 

And thoſe eyes ſo full of fire, Oh 

That I need no more exprels it, Ti 


But leave your fancics to admire. 


Yet as much of it be ſpoken 
In the praiſe of this love-token : 
Tis a waſh that far ſurpaſſeth 


For 
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For the cleanſing of your blood, 
All the Saints may bleſs your faces, , 
Yet not do you ſo much good. 


Were you ne'r ſo melaucholly, 

It will make you blithe and jolly ; 
Go no more, no more adniiring, 
When you feel your ſpleen s amiſs, ' 
For all the drinks of Steel and Iton 
Never did ſuch cures as this. 


It was born in th Iſle of Man 

Venus nurs'd it with her hand 

She putfed it up with milk and pap, 
And lull'd it in her wanton la p, 

So ever ſince this Monſter can 

Inno place elſe with pleaſure ſtand. 


Colaſſu- like, between two Rocks, 

I have ſcen him ſtand and ſhake his locks, 
And when I have heard the names 

Of the ſweet Saterian Dames, 

O he's a Champion for a Queen, 

Tis pity but he ſhould be ſeen. 


Nature, that made him, was ſo wiſe 
As to give him neither tongue nor eyes, 
Gppoting he was born to be 

e Inſtrument of Jealouſie, 


For 
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ret here he can, as Poets feign, 
{ Cure a Ladies love- ſick brain. 
N 
He was the firſt that did betray | 
To mortal eyes the milky way 3 
He is the Protexs cunning Ape 
That will beget you any ſhape; 
Give him but leave to act his part, Fx 
And he'll revive your ſaddeſt heart. . 
Though he want legs, yet he can ſtand, 1 
With the leaſt touch of — hand; : 
And though, like Cxpi4d, he be blind, 
There's never a hole but he can find 3 B, 
If by all this you do not know it, Li 
Pray Ladies give me leave to ſhew it, 4 
Hi 
Me 
A Combate of Cocks. His 
| His 
8 you tame Gallants, you that have the name, He 
And would ac counted be Cocks of the Game, Wit 
That have brave ſpurs to ſhew for't, and can crow, Ot A 
And count all dunghil breed that cannot hem The) 
Such painted Plumes as yours \ that think no vice, Tod 
With Cock-like luſt to tread your Cockatrice: They 


i Though Peacocks, rod: coc i, Wi eather-cocks you be, 
If y are no fighting-cocks, y are not for me : 
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I f two feather d Combatants will write, 

He that to ih hife means to expreſs the fight, 

Muſt make bis ink, 0th blon1 which they did ſpill, 
And from their dying wings borrow his quill. 


O ſooner were the doubtfull people ſet 
X The matches made, and all that would had ber, 
But ſtraight the skilful Judges of the Play, 
Bring forth their fharp beef Warriours, and they 
were both in linnen bags, as if twere meet, 
Before they dy'd to have their winding ſheet. 
wich that in th* pit they are put, & when they were 
Both on their fret, the Norfolk Chanticlecre 
Looks ſtoutly at his ne'r -before ſeen foe, 
Aud like a Challenger begins to crow, 
And ſhakes his wings, as it he would diſplay 
His watlike Colours, which were black and gray: 
Mean time the wary Wisbich walks and breaths 
His active body, and in fury wreaths 
His comely creſt, and often looking down, 
He whets his angry beak upon the ground: 
| with that they meer, nut like the coward breed 
Of EI, that can better fight than feeds 
They {corn the dung hill, tis their only prize, 
To dig for Pearl within each others eyes: 
They fight ſo long, that it was hard to know 
To ti skiltul, whether they did fight or no, 
Had not the bloud which dicd the fatal Hoor 
Born witneſs of it; yet they tight the more, 


Q 2 


be, 


As 
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As if each wound were but a ſpur to prick 
Their fury forward: lightning's not more quick 
Nor red than were their eyes :'twas hard to know 
Whether 'twas bloud or a made them ſo: 
And ſure they had been our, had they not ſtood 
More ſafe by being fenced in by blood. 
Yet ſtill they fight, but now ( alas )at length 
Although their courage be tull cried, their ſtrength 
And bloud began to ebbe; you that have ſecn 
A water- combat on the Sea, between 
Two roaring angry. boyling billows, how 
They march, and meet, and daſh their curled brows 
Swelling like graves, as if they did intend 
T'intombeach other, ere the quarrel end: 
But when the wind is down, and bluſtring weathe, 
They are made friends, & ſeetly run together, (lo 
May think theſe champions ſuch, their combs gros 
And they that leapt even now, now ſcarce can go: 
Their wings which lately at each blow they clapt 
s it they did applaud themſclves) now flapt. 
And having loſt the advantage of the heel, 
Drunk with each others bloud they only reel. 


From either eyes ſuch drops of bloud did fall, © 
As if they wept them for theix Funeral, 

And yet they would fain fight, they come ſo near, 
Asif they meant into cach others car 

To whiſper death; and when they cannot riſc, 
They lie and look blows in each others eyes. 
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But now the Tragick part aſter the fight, 
When Norfolk Cock had got the belt of it, 
And Wizbich lay a dying, ſo that none, 
of Though ſober, but might venture feven to one, 

Contracting (like a dying Tapre ) all 

His force, as meauing with that blow to fall; 
He ſtruggles up, and having taken wind, 
Ventures a blow, and ſtrikes the other blind. 
8th | And now Poor Norfolk having loſt his eyes, 
Fights only guided by th' Antipathies: 
With him ( alas ) the proverb holds not true, 
The blows his eyes ne'er ſee, his heart molt rue. 
o At length by chance, he ſtumbling on his toc, 
Not having any power to ſtrike a blow, 
He falls upon him with a wounded head, 
the, | And makes his conquered wings his Feather- bed, 
% Where lying fick, his friends were very chary 
Sr Ot him, and fetcht in haſte an Apothecary 3 
180: But all in vain, his body did fo bliſter, 
laps That *twas uncapable of any Gliſter, 
ft. | Whereſoever at length, opening his fainting bill, 
He call'd a Scrivener, and thus made his will. 


, I, Let it never be forgot, 
My body freely I bequeath to th pot, 

nean Pecent ly to be boyl d, and for its tomb, 

Let it be buried in ſome hungry womb. 

Item,Executors I will h qpe none, 

But be that on my ſide laid ſeven ty one: 


2 
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And like a Gentleman that he may live, 
To him and to bis heirs my comb I give; 
Together with my brains, that all may kum, 
That fen times his brains did uſe to crow. 
Item, it is my Will to the weaker ones, 
Whoſe wives complain of ibem, I give my ſtones ; 
Jo him that's dull, I do my ſpurs impart, 
And to the Coward, I bequeath my heart: 
To Lzdies that are light, it is my will, 
My feathers ſpould be giv'ns, and for my bill, 
T4 piv't a Taylwy, but it is ſo ſhort, 
That I'm of aid hel ratber curſe me for't : 
And for the Apothecaries fee, who meant 
To give me a Gliſter, let my Rump be ſent. 
Laſtly, becamſe I feel my life dec y, 
I yield, and gire to Wisbich Cock the day. 


— — 


In praiſe of Sack. 


N 3 faith let's frolick, fill ſome Sack, 
For then we ſhall not lack 

| Food for the belly, nor phyſick far the back, 
This Beer breeds the Chollick, let us ſpread 
Our Cheeks with Royal Red, 

And then we'll ſing, hey toſs the divel's dead, 
To Faction we never more will bow the knee : 
Great Britains fate in faith 'twas long of thee. 


You 


You 
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You may ſee what Madam England hath been at 
When we behold her Noſe is taln ſo flat, | 


To Wine we'll build a Shrine, 
And an Altar divine, 
High as the ſign, where thy red noſe and mine 
Like Tapers ſhall ſhine : 
Then let's drink for the Bets, *tis the loſer that gets, 
In ſpight of their threats, and our Creditors nets, 
We'll drink off our debts, 
Where he that's dead drunk, ſhall be 
Laid out in itate, as well as he 
Whoſe dignity the only objects be 
Of new Idolatry. 
We'll guard his corps like a Bride 
To the grave- ſide, ſo copious and wide, 
With as much pride as he that lately dyed, 
The Railing ſet aſide. 


Fifty red - faces free, ſhall his Torch-bearers be; 

Six maudlin mourners his Cofhn ſhall carry, 

There we will tipple free unto the memory 

Of our fraternity drown'd in Canary : 

In the Divel- Tavern we commonly will ſhe him, 
we'll bury him from the divel, | 
Others fair men to him. 


We'll be blythe and trimmer, 
We'll have Muſick to 


Q 4 hoe 


943 
| tonguesand Skimmer, 
hy Cup —— my Cup —— 
Rar-boy fill the other brimmer, 
Fly cup ſtrike up there boy, 
Till our eyes do grow dimmer. 


Money ſhall be ſpent in Bays, 
Every pen ſhall vent a praiſe 
And a Monument we'll raiſc 
Over his bones. 
Where his Epitaph ſhall be, 
That he dyed in Loyalty, 
Never gain d by Cruelty, 
Kingdoms, nor Crowns. 
That he never livcd by injury, 
Nor confounded men for forgery, 
Neither put a prop of Pcrjury 
Under his thrones 
That althongh he drank his Cares away, 
And ſometimes his Loyal fears away, 
Yet he never drank the tcars away 
Ot Orphans Groans. ; 
Thus he ſhall be both frellick and free, 
Who's kindly kill'd with Canary, 
With red and white, or other delight, 
If tippling makes him miſcarry, 
Provided he Bachanel be, 7 
And ſcorns to admit of a parley 
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With Alc or Beer, or other ſuch geer, 
Polluted with Hop or with Barley, 
Good wine doth ring, like Prieft and King, 
But tis Ale that looks like a Lay-man, 
Then for the Vineyard draw your Whynyard, 
The Divel go with the Dray-man. 


Qumm—_— 


— 


A Maidenhead. 


V 7 Hat is that you call a Maidenhead? 
A thing alt ſmothered in a bed, 
Which ſome have nd, which all have had, 
Which freely given makes one ſad. 


'Tis got for nought with little pain 3 
'Tis kept, but loft, not got again; 
'Tis that you call a Maidenhcad, 

By proving quick 'tis ever dead. 


Alump which Laſſes bear about 

Till putting in doth put it out; 

A herb it is which proves a weed 
When firſt the husk doth bear a Seed. 


It's that a Maidenhead we call, 
A thing by ſtanding made to fall; 
It is a Maiden- head, ſay we, 


That's kept by holding cloſe the knee. 
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Which youths were often uſed to lurch, 
Which Brides do ſeldom bear to Church; 
At fifteen rare, at cightcen ſtrange, 
VVhich cither loſe when two do change. 


That fit's when Maidens begin to reak, 
VVhenere it parts, it makes them ſqueak, 
| And being gone, they ſtreight repent ; 

| This by a Maidenhead is meant. 


The Ni ght encounter. 


Hen Phæbu had dreſt his courſe to the Weſt 
To take up his reſt below, 

And Cynthia agreed in her glittering weed 

| Her light in his ſtead to beſtow : 

I walking alone, attended by none, 

Iſuddenly heard one cry, 

O do not, do not kill me yet, 

For I am not prepared to dye. 


At length I drew near to ſee and to hear, 
And ſtraight did appear to ſhew, 

The Moon was ſo bright, I ſaw ſuch a fight 
# It's fit no Wight ſhould it know : 

| A man and a maid together were laid, 
And ever ſhe ſaid, nay fic, 

O do not, &c. 


wil IS tw i.» i. 


eſt 
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The youth was {© tough he pull d up lier fluff, 
And to blindman-buft he did go, 
Though ſtill ſhe did lye, ye fi ſhe did cry, 
And put him but by with a no 
But he was fo ſtrong, and ſhe was ſo young, 
That ſhe reſted a while for to cry, 

O do not, &c. 


Thus ſtriving in vain, well pleaſed again, 

She vowed to remain his foe, 

She kept ſuch a coyl, when he gave her the ſoyl, 

The greater the hroyl did grow 3 

For he was prepar'd, and did not regard 

Her words, when he heard her cry, 
Odo not, &c, 


He ſaid to the Maid, Sweet be not afraid, 
Thy Phyſitian I will be; 
If Tlight in the hole that pleaſeth me beſt, 
I'll give thee thy Phyſick tree 
He went to it again, and hit in the Vein 
Where all her whole grief did lye 3 

O kill me, kill me once again, 

For I am prepared to dye. 


At length he gave o'r and ſuddenly (wore, 
He'd kill her no more that night, 


He bid her adicu, for certain he knew 
She wou d tempt him to more delight: 
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But when they did part it went to her heart, 
For at length he had taught her to cry, 

O kill me, kill me once again, 

For now I am prepared to dye. 


The Protecting Brewer. 


Brewer may be a Burgeſs grave, 
And carry the matter fo fine and ſo brave, 
That he the better may play the knave, 
Which no body can deny. 


A Brewer may be a Parliament - man 

For there the knavery firſt began, 

And Brew molt cunning, Plots he can, 
Which no body, &c. 


A Brewer may put on a Nabal face, 
And march to the wars with ſuch a grace, 
That he may get a Captains place, 

Which no body, &c. 


A Brewer may ſpeak ſo monſtrous well, 
That he may raiſe ſtrange things to tell, 
And ſo be made a Colonel, 

Which nobody, &c. 
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A Brewer may make his foes to flee, 

And raiſe his fortunes, ſo that he 

Licutenant General may be, 
Which no body, &c. 


A Brewer he may be all in all, 

And raiſe his powers both great and (mall, 

That he may be a Lord General, 
Which no body, Cc. 


A Brewer may be like a Fox in a Cub, 

And teach a Lecture out of a Tub, 

And give the wicked world a rub, 
Which no body, &c. 


A Brewer by's Exciſe and Rate, 

Will promiſe his Army he knows what, 

And ſet it upon the Colledge-gate, 
Which nobody, &c. 


Methinks I hear one ſay to me, 

Pray why may nor a Brewer be, 

Lord-Chancelour o*th” Univerſity, 
Which no body, &c. 


A Brewer may he as bold as a Hector, 

When he has drunk off his cup of Nectar, 

And a Brewer may be a Lord Protector, 
Which no body, Ce. 
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Now here remains the ſtrangeſt thi 
How this Brewer about his liquor doth bring, 
To be an Empcrour, or a King, 

Which no body, &c. 


A Brewer may do what he will, 
Rob the Church and State, to ſell 


His ſoul unto the divel of hell, | 
Which no body can deny. | 


Cromwel's Coronation. 


Liver, Oliver, take up thy Crown, 
For now thou haſt made three Kingdoms thing 
Call thee a Conclave of thy own creation, (own 
To ride us to ruine, who dare thee oppoſe : 
Whilſt we thy good people are at thy devotion, 
To fall down and worſhip thy ter rible Noſe. 


To thee and thy Mermydons Oliver, we, 
| Do tender thy homage as fits thy degree, 

We lll pay thee Exfize and Taxes, God bleſs us, 
With fear and contrition, as penitents ſhould, 
Whilſt you, great fire, vouchſafe to oppreſs us, 

Not daring ſo much as in private to ſcold. 
| (Sword. 
We bow down, as cow'd down, to thee & thy 

For now thou haſt made thy ſelf Exglauds ſole Lord, 


BI 


u; 


My Hoſtis Sellar is my bed, 
Ihe worlds our own, and the divel is dead, 
And I like, Ce. 4 
_— 
Then I'll be talking of matters of Court, | 1.4 


Irben I'll ſwear a lye is true report, 
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By mandate of Scripture, and heavenly warrant, 
The Oath of Allegiance, and Covenant too; 
To Charles & his Kingdoms thou art Heir apparent; 
And born to rule over the Turk and the Jew. 


Then Oliver, Oliver, get up and ride, (lide, 
Whilft Lords, Knights, & Gentry, do run by thy 

The Maulſters and Bre wers aceount it their glory, 

Great God of the Grain: tubꝰ's compared to thee: 

All Rebels of old are loſt in their ſtory, 

Till thou Plod'{& along to the Paddington · tree. 


The Drunk ard. a 


WE I do travel inthenight 

The Brewers dog my brains do's byte, 

My heart grows heavy, and my heels grow light, 
And Ilike my humour well, well, 

And Ilike my humour well, 


When with upſie freeze I line my head, 


About the taking of ſome Fort, 
And I like, c. 
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Then I'll be talking of matters of State, 
Of News trom Pallatinate, - 

What Princes ate confederate, 
And I like, &c. ? 


If my Hoſtis bids me pay my ſcore, 

And ſtand it I can, I call her whore, 

I reel and tumble out of her doore, 
And I like, &c. 


That I came from the war, I roar and ſwear 

I made a fellow die for fear, 

How many I killed that I never came near, 
And I like, &c. 


If I meet with a Taylors Stall, 
Aud the ſtones with my noſe with fighting fall, 
We kiſs and are friends, and ſo there's all, 

And I like, &c. 


wich an Indian Chimney in my hand, 
Having a Boy at my command, 
Like a brave Commander up 1800, 


& 


And I like, eb. A 


- Then I juſile with every poſt F meet, . 


I kick the dunghils about the ſtreet, 
I trample the kennels about my feet, 
And I like, Ce. 


The 


ha tA... » 


i 
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The Conſtable I cutſe and ban, 
That bids me ſtand if I be a man, 
I tell him he bids me do more than I can; 
And J like, &. 


If I fall to the ground, and the watchmen ſe 
And ask of me, if I foxed be ? | 
Itell chem ' tis my humility, 


And I like, ec; 


Then home I go, and my Wife doth skold 
She bawls the more I bid her hold, | 
It is my patience makes her bold, 

And I like, ee. 


Then I gropeto bed, but miſs the way, 
Forget me where my Cloaths, I lay, 

I call for drink by break of day, 
And I like my humour. 


© 


Song of Sir Eglamore. 


gh Eglamore, that valiant Knight, fa, la, la, Ia, la, 

He put on his Sword, & he went to fight, fa, la, 
And as he rid o'r hill and dale, 
All armed in his Coat of Maile, 

Fa, la, la, la, fa, Ii, la, lalla, la. 

a R 


There 
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Thereſtarts a Dragon out of his Den, fa, la, 

which had kill d know not how many men, fa, la, 

But when he ſer Sir Eglamore, 

If you had but heard how the Dragon did roar, 
Fa, la, la, Oe. 


This Dragon he had a plaguy hard hide, fa, la, la, 
Which — the ſtrongeſt ſleel abide, fa, la, 1. % 1 
He could not enter him with cuts, As 
Which vex'd the Knight to his heart bloud & guts, * 

Fa, la, la, &. 


All the trees in the wood did ſhake, fa, la, la, 
Horſes did tremble, and man did quake, fa, la, la, * 
The birds betook them to their peeping, He 
Twould have made a mans heart to fall a weeping, Tha 
Fa, la, la. | Fa 


But now it was no * to fear, fa, la, la, 
For it was time to fight Dog, fight Bear, fa, la, la, 
But as the Dragon yawning did fall, os 
He thruſt his Sword down hilc and all, 

Fa, la, la. 


For tka —— — burn, fa, la, la, k — 
He o the Dragon a ſhrewd good turn, fa, la, 

In at his mouth his —— ” 

The hilt appeared at his ſundament. 
Fa, la, la. | | 
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Then the Dragon, like a Coward, begun to flee, fa, la, 
Into his Den that was hard by, fa, la, la, | 
There he laid him down and roar d, 

The Knight was ſorry for his Sword, 

Fa, la, la, 
* 

The Sword it was a right good blade, fa, la, la, 

As ever Turk or Spaniard made, fa, la, la, 

I. for my part, do forſake it, \ 

ts, | He that will fetch it, let him take it, 

Fa, la, la. 


When all was done, to the Alchouſe he went, fa, la, 

„ [And preſently his two pence he ſpent, fa, Ia, Ia, 

Ine was ſo hot with tugging with the Dragon, 

ing, That 13 ſquench him but a hole flagon, 
Fa, la, la. | 


Well, now let us pray for the King & r fa, la, 
la, And eke in London there may be (cen, fa, la, la, 

As many Knights, and as many more, 

And all as good as Sir Eglamore, 

Fa, la, la, la, fa, la, la, la, alla, la. 


The Rump. 


F none be offended with the Scent, 
Though I foul my mouth, I'll be content, 
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To ſing of the Rump of a Parliament, 
Which no body can deny. \ 
; E 
I have ſomtimes fed on a Rump in Suuſe, 
And aman may imagine the Rump of a Louſe; | 
But till now was ne r heard of the Rump of a houſe, | T 
Which no body, &c. Ti 
| A: 
There's a rump of beef, and the rump of a gooſe 
And a rump whoſe neck was hang d in a nooſe ; 
But ours is a Rump can play faft and looſe, But 
Which no body, Cc. Th 
For 
A Rump had Fane Shore, and a Rump Meſſaleen, | v 
And a Rump had Axztones reſolute Queen; 
But ſuch a Rump as ours is, never was ſeen, The 
Which no body, &c. Whi, 
| That 
Two ſhort years together we Engliſh have ſcarce | w 
Been rid of thy rampant Noſe (old Mare,) 
But now thou haſt got a prodigious Arſe, 


Which no body, &c. 


When the parts of the body did fall out, 

Some votes it is like did paſs for the Snout ; 

But that the Rump ſhould be King was nere 
Which no body, &. 


ly 


arc 
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A Cat has a Rump, and a Cat has nine lives, 

Yet when her head's off, her Rump never ſtrives; 
But our Rump from the grave hath made two re- 
Which no body, &c. (trives, 


That the Rump may all their enemies quail, 
They 'I borrow the Divels Coat of Mayl, 
And all to defend their eſtate in Tay], 
Which no body, &c. 


But thought heir ſcale now ſeem to be th'upper,(per, 
There's no need of the charge of a thankſgiving ſups 
For if they be the Rump, the Armies their Crupper, 
Which no body, &. 


There is a ſaying belongs to the Rump, 

Which'is good although it be worn to the ſtump 
That on the Buttock, Ill give thee a thump, 
Which no body, &c. 


N - 


( 


5 | Which no body, &c. 


e's a Proverb in which the rump claims a part, 
hich hath in it more of Sence than of Art, 
t for all you can do I care not a fart, 
Which no body, &c. | 


re's another Proverb gives the Rump for hig 
Alderman Atkins made it a ſeſt, __ (Creſt, 
at of all kind of lucks ſhitten luck is the beſt, 


ba: - There's 


2 
"4 
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There's another Proverb that never will fail, 
That the good Rump will do when they prevail, 
Is to give us a flap with a Fx · tail, 

Which no body, Ce. 


There is a ſaying, which is made by no fools, 
I never can hear ont but my heart it cools, 

That the Rump will ſpend all we have in cloſe. 
Which no body, c. | (ſtools, 


There's an ebſcrvation wiſe and deep, ö 
Which, without an Onion, will make me to weep, 

That flies will blow Maggots in the Rump of ; 
Which no body, &c. ( lhcep, 


And ſome, that can (ce the wood from the trees, 

Say, this Sanctiſied Rump in time we may leeſe: 

For the Cooks do challenge the xumps for their Fer, 
Which no body, &c. | 


When the Rump do ſit, we'll make it our moan, 

That the Reaſon he nacted, if there be not one, 

Why a Fart hath a tongue, apd a Fictt hath none, 
Which no body, &c. 


And whil'ſt within the walls they lurk, 
2 us, wilh he a gogd work, 


Which no body, &. 


o hath moſt Religion, the Rump or the Tub 


bo 
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A Rump's a Fag. end, like the baulk of a furrow, 
And is to the whole like the jail to the burrough, 
'Tis the bran that is left when the meal is run tho- 
Which no body, &. (rough, 


nne ee 


The earth is the middle, and we men arc fed on't, 


But hell is the rump, and no more can bc ſaid on't, 
Which no body can deny. 


I be Red-coats Triumph, , 


me Drawer, and fill us about ſome wine, 

Let's merrily tipple, the day is our own 3 
We'll have our delights, let the Country go pine, 
Let the King and the Kingdom : 
The Crown is our own, and (© ſhall continue, 
We'll baffle Monarchy quite, 
We'll drink of the Kingdoms Revenue, 
And ſacrifice all to Delight; 
Tis power that brings us all to be Kings, 
And we'll all be crown'd by our might. 


*. ſor Divinity Lectures, and Law, 

all that true Loyalty do pretend: 

We will by the Sword keep N in awe, 
And our Powers ſhall never end; 4 


—— 


| And ſpend a whole town in 


The Church and the State deen into ljquor, 
a Gay 5 


Re we'll 
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We'll melt all the Bodkins the quicker 

Into Sack, and drink them away; 

We'll keep the demeans of the Biſhops and Deans, 
Arid over the Presbyter ſway. | 


Now nimble Saint Patrick is ſunk ina bog, 
And his Country- men ſadly cry, O bone, O hone ; 
Saint Andrew and his Kirkmen are leſt in a fog, 
And now we are the Saints alone; 

Thus on our Equals and Superiours we trample, 
And Fockze our fjirrop ſhall hold, 

The Citic's our Mule for example, 

Whilſt we will in plenty be rou Id; 

Each delicate diſh ſhall but eccho our wiſh, 
And our drink ſhall be cordial Gold. 


The Bulls Feather. 


1 chanced not long ago, as I was walking, 

An ecchs did bring me where two were a talking: 
"Twas a man Rid te his wife, dic had J rather, 
Than to be cornuted, and wear the Bulls feather, 


Then preſently ſhe reply'd, Sweet, art thou jealous) 
Thou $anſt not play Vulc an before I play Venxs : 
Thy tancies are fooliſh, ſuch follies to gather 
There's many an honeſt man has worn the Bulls Fa 


che 
Thougiy 


ws) 


| Though one or two want it,he ſhall have a Feather. 


Some men though their wives ſhould ſeem for to 


erg May light of a Laſs that will play him foul play, 
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Though it be inviſible, let no man it ſcorn, 
Though it be a new feather made of an old horn, 
He that diſdains it in heart or mind cither 
May be the more ſubject to wear the Bulls Feather, 


He that lives diſcontent,or in deſpair, 

And fearcth falſe meaſure, becauſe his wife's fair: 

His thoughts are inconſtant, much like winter wea- 
(ther, 


Bulls Feathers are common as Ergo in Schools, 
And only contemned by thoſe that are fools ; 
Why Gould a Bulls Feather cauſe any unreſt, 
Since neighbours fare alwaies is counted the beſt ? 


Thoſe women wh are faireſt, are likely to give its 
And husbands that have them, are apt to believe it. 


(tedder, 
They would play the kind neighbour, and give the 
(Bulls feather. 
Why ſhould we repine that our wives are ſo kind, 
Since we that are husbands are of the ſame mind ? 
Shall we give them feathers, and think to go free? 
Believe it, belicye it, that hardly will be. 


For he that diſdains my Bulls feather to day, 


2 WTO 
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There's ne'r a proud gallant that treads on Cows 


| | (Leather, 
| But he may be cornuted, and wear the Bulls feather, 


Though Beer of that brewing, I never did drink, 
Yet be not diſpleas'd if I ſpeak what I think, 

| Scarce ten in a hundred, believe it, believe it, 

|| But either they'll have it, or elſe they will give it. 


Then let me adviſe all thoſe that do pine, 

For fear that falſe jealouſie ſborten their time: (ver: 
That diſeaſe will torment them worſe than any fea: 
Then let all be contented to wear the Buls feather. 


Old England turned New. 


| Ou talk of New-England, I truely believe 

Y old England is grown new, & doth us deceive, 
I'll ask you a queſtion or two, by your leave, 
And is not old England grown new? 


Where are your old Souldiers with ſlaſhes and skars 
That never uſcd drinking in no time of wars, 
Nor ſhedding of bloud in mad drunken jars ? 

And is not, &c. 


New Captains are come that never did fight, 
But with Pats in the day, and Punks in the Night, 
And all their chief care is to keep their ſwords bright, 
Aud is not, &c. | Where 


| 


_ __ 


e, 


rs 
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Where arc your old Swords, your hills, & your bows, 

Your Bucklers and Targets that never feared blows? 

They are turned toSteelettoes, with other fair ſhews, 
And is not, Cc. | 


Where are your old Courtiers, that uſed to ride 

Wich forty blew-coats and footmen beſide? 

They are turned to fix horſes a coach with a guide, 
And is not, &c. 


And what is become of your old faſbion Cloaths, 

Your long ſided breeches, and your trunk hoſe ? 

They are turned to new faſhions, but what, the Lord 
And is not, ec. knows, 


Your Gallant & his Taylor ſome halt year together, 
To fit a new ſuit to a new hat and feather, 
Of Gold, or of Silver, ſilk, cloath, ſtuff, or leather, 
And is not, &c. | 
(locks 
We have new faſhion'd beards, and new faſhion 
And new faſhion'd hats for your new pated blocks 
And more new diſcaſes beſides the French pox, 
And is not, & c. 


New houſes are built, and the old ones pull'd down, 

Untill the new houſes ſell all the old ground, ; 

And then the houſe ſtands like a horſe in the pound, 
And is not, Cc. 

7 Mes 
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| New faſhions in houſes, new faſhions at table, 
The old ſervants diſcharged, the new are more able, 
| And every old cuſtome is but an old fable, 
And is not, &c. 

1 (paces, 
| New trickings, new goings, new meaſures, new 
Ne heads for your men, for your women new faces, 
| And twenty new tricksto mend their bad caſes, 
And is not, &c. 


| New tricks in the Law, new tricks in the holds, 
| New bodies they have, they look for new ſouls 

| When the money is paid for building of Paule, 
And isnot, &c. 


Then talk you no more of New-England, 
New-England is where Old Engl ind did ſtand,(man'd; 
New furniſh'd, new faſhion'd, new woman'd, new 
And is not Old England grown New. 


EF 


— 


7 


A merry Song. 


Ome Drawer, turn about the bowle 

Till every ſoul has made a ſcrowle 

As long as his arm: 

Again, my boy, be filling (till 

| evety will has had his fill, 
Twill keep us from harm : 


! For 


LE” LEA” 


r TT” OT jecL. wy met . 


11 * 
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For he that is copious, and doth freight with Sack, 
Has the world at will, and doth nothing lack; 
He's richeſt then can drink of a Tun, 

The braveſt men that are under the Sun 

Now the world is ſo giddy, that it ſearce knows 
To ſinell out the truth now it has loſt its noſe ; 
That has left behind a Pitiful caſe, - 

It ſmels, you'l find, in every place. 


Then ſince he is happieſt that drinks the moſt, 
oy, call mine Hoſt, that honeſt tot, 
He ſhall have his ſhare 
For intereſt we'll give him drink, 
Now wine is chink, yet let him think 
Our dealing is faire; 
For Ill maintain his reckoning's good. 
Though we had drunk on tick ſince Naab t flood, 
we'll clear it all in Platoe year, 
Lou l hear we ſhall be Catoes there: 
Then he's an aſs will ſpare for Chalk 
To purchaſe Sack; what c'r you talk, 
He's not great, nor rich, nor wiſe 
An errant Cheat does Wine deſpiſe. 


A Scottiſh Covenant we'll cake 

To burn at ſtake, if not forſake 
The old hereſie 

Of bowzing to a petticoat, 

Ifhealths of note we could not vote 

Paſt any ſhe, 


| 
| 
| 


1 


P 
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They are but blazes, and ſ60n are gone, 


Fine triſies tor us to play upon: 


When we have nought, or little to do, 
We'll have um brought, and tickle um too: 


; Mean time let us dtink a Carouſe to thoſe 

Who are neither the French nor the Spaniards foes, 
For all our treaſare is there in their Mines, 
There's no pleaſure here but in their wines. 


5 


The Contented. 


Ray why ſhould = man complain, 
Or why diſturb his breaſt or brain 
At this new alteration ? 
Since that which has been done's no more 
Than what has oft been done before, 
And that which will be done again, 
As long as there are ambitious men, 
That ſtrive for domination. 


In this mad age there's nothing firm, 

All chings have period, and their term, 
Their riſe and declination; 

Thoſe gaudy nothings we admire, 

Which get above and ſhine like fire, 

Are empty vapours raiſed from ground, 
Their mock- ſhine th'are quickly down, 
Muſt fall like exhalation. 


| 
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But ill we Commons muſt be made 
A gaull'd, a lame;thin hackney Jade, 
Aud all by turns will ride us 
This ſide, or that, no matter which, 
For both do ride with ſpur and ſwitch, 
Till we are tired, and then at lait 
We ſtumble, and our riders caſt, 

"Cauſe they'd not feed nor guide us. 


» | TWinſulting Clergy quite miſtook, 
Thinking that Kingdoms paſt by book, 
Or Crowns were got by prating 

Tis not the black coat, but the red, 

Has power to make, or be the head ; 
Nor is it oaths, nor words, nor tears, 
But Muſquets and full Bandelcers 


Have power of legiſlating. 


The Lawyers muſt lay by their books, 

And ſtudy Monck much more than Cooks 3 

The Sword is the Learned Pleader: 

Reports and Judgements will not do't, 

But tis Dragoons and Horſe and Foot; 

Words are but wind, but Swords come home, 

A ſtout tongued Lawyer is but a mome, 
Compared to a ſtout file- leader. 


rave and valour root all things, 
pull down, and they ſet up Kings, 


# 
* 
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All Law is in their boſoms ; 
That ſide is alwaies right that's firong, 
And that that's beaten muſt be wrong : 
And he that thinks it is not ſo, 
Ualeſs he's ſure to beat um too, 

He's but a fool to oppoſe m. 


Let them impoſe taxes and rates, 
"Tis but on them that have eſtates, 
Not ſuch as thou and Iare: ; *: - 
But it concerns thoſe wordlings which 
At leaſt are made, or elſe grow rich, 
Such as have ſtudied all their daies 
The ſaving and the thriving waies, 
Tobe the mules of power. 


If they l reform the Church or State, 
we ll ne'r be troubled much thereat: 
Let cach man take his opinion, 

If we don't like the Church, you know 
Taverns are free, and there we'l go 3 
And every one wall be 

As clearly unconcern'd as we, 
They'l ne'r-fight for domination. 


Merry Drollerie, Complete. 273 


* — 
ñmZ— . — 


The indifferent. 


Hat an Aſs is he 

Waits a womans leiſure 
For a minutes pleaſure, 

And perhaps may be 

Gull'd at laſt, and loſe her, 
What an aſs is he? 


Shall I figh and die 
'Cauſe a maid denies me, 
And that ſhe may try me, 
Suffer patiently ? 

O no ! Fate ſhall tye me, 
To ſuch cruelty. 


1 


Love is all my liſe, 

For it keeps me doing: 
Yet my love and wooing 
B not for a Wife 

it is good eſchewing 
Warring, care, and ſtriſe. 


ſhat need I to care 
or a womans favour ? 
nother have her, 
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Why ſheuld I deſpair, 
When for gold and labour 
I can have my ſhare. * 


If I fancy one, 

And that one do love me, 
Yet deny to prove me, 
Farewel, I am gone. 

She can never move me, 
Farewel, Iam gone. 


If I chance to ſee 

One that's brown, Llove her, 
Till I ſee another, 

That is browner than ſhe, 
For Lam a lover 


Ofmy liberty. 


Every day I change, 
And at once love many, 
Yet not ticd to any, 

For I love to range, 

And if one ſhould ſtay me 
I ſhould think it "7 


* 
Whatt the be old, 

So that ſhe have riches, 
Youth and Form bewitches, 
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But tis ſtore of Gold | 
Cures laſcivious itches, 


$ the Criticks hold. 


: 
„ * 


A Weſt-country Mans Voyage to New- 
England. 


Y Maſters give audience, and liſten to me, 
And ſtreight che will tell you where che have 
be: 
Che have been in Nem- England, but now cham come 
oer, 
Itch do think they ſhal catch me go thither no more. 


Before che went oer Lord how Voke did tell 

How viſhes did grow, and how birds did dwell 

All one mong, t'other in the wood and the watery 

Che thought had been true, but che find no ſuch mat- 
x (ter. 

when firſt che did land che mazed me quite, 

And *twas of all daics on a Satterday night, 

Che wondred to ſee the ſtrong building were there, 

'Twas all like the ſtanding at Bartholmew Fair. 


Well, that night che flept till near Prayer time, 

Next morning che wondred to hear no Bells chime, 
And when che had ask d the reaſon, che found 

Twas becauſe they had never a Bell inthe ** 
8 2 t 


— 
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At laſt being warned to Church to repair, (prayer, 
Where che did think certain che ſho'd hear ſome 
But the Parſon there no ſuch matter did teach, 

They ſcornꝰ'd to pray, th ey were all able to preach. 


The virſt thing they did, a Zalm they did ſing, 
I pluckt out my Zalm book, which with me did bring 


Che was troubled to ſeek him, cauſe they call him by | 


name, (ſa 
But they had got a new Song to the tune of the 


When Sermon was done was a child to baptize 
About fixteen years old, as volk did ſurmiſe, 
And no Godfather nor Godmother, yet twas quiet 
and ſtill, 
The Prieſt durſt not croſs him for fear of his ill wil 


A Sirra, quoth I, and to dinner che went, 

And gave the Lord thanks for what he had ſent; 
Next day was a wedding, the brideman my fricud, 
He kindly invites me, ſo thither Iwend. 


But this, above all, to me wonder did bring, 


The 
To 


Peru 


To ſee a Magiſtrate marry, and had ne'r a ring; 


Che thought they would call me the woman to gin 1 


But che think he ſtole her, for he askt no man lear: 


Now this was new Dorcheſter as they told me, 
A Town very famous in all that Country; 


Bro 


Tc 


Firſt c 


N 


robe 
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er, | They ſaid 'twas new building, I grant it was true, 
me | Yet methinks old Dorcheſter as fine as the new. 


h. Che ſtaid there among them till che was weary at 
heart 
At length there came ſhipping, che got leave to des» 
ing] part: g 
ab But when all was ended che was coming away, 

Che had threeſcore ſhillings for ſwearing to pay. 


But when che aw that, an oath more che (wore, 

Che would ſtay no more longer to ſwear on the ſcore; 
Che bid farewel to thoſe Fowlers and Fiſhers, 

quiet So God bleſs old England and all his well wiſhers. 


wil} © 
A medicine forthe Quartan Ague. 
i He Aphoriſms of Galen I count but as ſtraws, 
[ICU Profound cy ALT ar be you all mute, 
The old quartan feaver breaks all Phyſick-Laws, 


To help to cure it I think it is boot: 

peruſing of late a wormeaten book, 

55 I brought hither from Cinthia down in Charles wainz 
ogNAcurious medicine out thence I took, 

lea To cure the quartan Feaver again. 


irſt chooſe a Phyſitian that will not exceed 
The 'robatum eft, ſpeaking no more than he knows, 


8 3 Who 
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| who hath more skilfin his tongue than his head; 
Who his Potions on Patients gratis beſtows, 
Three Midſummer moons in one, let him pray 
To Apollo, and the Moon being full in the wanc, 
And Scola Salerna twice backward to ſay, 

And it will cure the quartan Feaver again. 


| His Patients water then let him caſt 
In a pure Urinal of old Auguſt Ice, 
And diet him ſtrictly, no groſs meats to cat, 
But feed him with fancies, and antick device, 
To walk every morning ſome eight miles or more, 
Before Phebus riſes, in the ſunſhine, 
And before he be up to be ſeen without door, 
And 'twill cure, &e. 


Then let him take from him nine drops and a half 

Of purified bloud, but pierce not the skin, 

Only open a vein in the heel of the calf, 

Some halt a year before the fit do begin; 

To ſweat eleven minutes in an Oven let him lye, 

Heat with a North wind, and a ſhower of rain, 

And ſleep every night with one half of an eye, 
And 'twill cure, &c. | 


To keep his body alwaies ſoluble and looſe, 
That he ſhall never fear to be ſubject to be bound, 
Let him drink Woodcocks water in the quill ofa 


\ Goole, 


And 


mp 4. 
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And alwaies untruſs when he goes to ground 

Thus being prepared, let the Doctor proceed 

with all other ingredients to conquer his pain, | 

And profeſs more Art than ere he did read, | 
To cure the quartan, c. | 


Then let him take the wind of the wing of a Crane, 
As he flies over Caucaſics hill, | 
wich the precious ſtone was in Gyges his Ring, | 
Mix them with three turns of an honeſt windmil, | 
Boyl theſe altogether from a pint to a quart | 
In a Travellers mouth whoſe tongue cannot feigne, | 
And having new din'd give him this next his heart, 
And *twill cure, &c. 


Then three handfull take of Popes holy ſhadow, 
When Sol is new entred into the dog:daies, 
Three skreeches of an Owl four kaws of a Jackdaw, 
With the brains and the heads of three ninepenny 
Fry theſe together within a meal- ſive, (nailes, 
With the ſweat of the ſouth · ſide of a French bean, 
And this to his Patient Morn & Even let him give, 
And 't will cure, &c. | 


Take three merry thoughts of a Bride the firſt night 
She's to lye with her Groom, to purge melancholly, 
Three gingles of the ſilver ſpur ot a field Knight, 
Four Puritan faces, not counterfeit holy, 


S 4 Take 
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Take three youthful capers oſ an old Oxe, 
And thorough ajoyned ſtool them let him train, 
And then drink the juice through a tail of a Fox, 

And it will cure, &c. 


Moreover, becauſe I ſtrive to be brief, 

Take three honeſt thr ums of a weavers ſhuttle, 

Three ſnips of a Taylors ſheers that's no thief, 

A cut- purſes thumb, with his horn and his whittle, 

The mind of a miller that ne r took a corn, | 

More than his due in grinding of grain, 

Burn theſe all together with Jeeny red ſtalks, 
And:twill cure, &<c. 


And laſtly, this counſel my old Author gives, 
Take the bloud ofa Beetle in the ayre as ſhe flies, 
Who, like a Phyſitian, of excrement lives, (eyes; 
And therewith let Empericks anoynt his quick 
This being practiſed, he ſhall ſee ſoon 

All natural myſteries perfect and plain, 

And know as much Phylick'as the man in the Moon 


To cure the quartan feaver again. 


—— 


A Catch. 


N Ow I am married, Sir Fob I'll not curſe, 
He joyn's us together tor better, tor worſe; 
But if were ſingle Itell you plain, 


|] 


Fr 


J would be adviſed cre Imarri'd again. 
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Of Levelling. 


Have reaſon to fly thee, & not to fit down by thee, 
For I hate to behold one fo ſawcy and bold, 
That derides and contemns his ſuperiours 3 
Your Madams and Lords, 
With ſuch manerly words, 
With geftures that be 
Fit for our degree 
Are things that we and you 
Do claim as eur due 
From all thoſe that are our inferiours, (know, 
For from the begining there were Princes we 
"Tis your Levellers do hate "cauſe they _—_— 
(lc. 
All titles of honour were at firſt in the Donors, - 
But being granted away by that perſons ſtay, 
Where he wore a ſmall ſoul or a bigger, 
There's a neceſſity 
That there ſhould be a degree, 
Though Dick, Tom, and Fack, 
Will ſerve you and your pack, 
Where'tis due we'll afford 
A Sir 7obn, or my Lord, 
Honeſt Dick's name is enough for a digger 
He that hath a ſtrong purſe may all things be, or 
Be valiant, and wiſe, and religious too. (do, 
We 


| 
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E We have cauſe to adore that man that hath tore 
Though a boor or a ſot, there's ſomething to be got 
Though he be neither honeſt nor witty, 
li Make him high, let him rule, 
He'll be playing the fool, 
And tranſgreſs, then we'll ſqueeze 
Him tor fines and for fees, 
And we ſhall gain 
| By the vanities of his brain, 
*Tis the fools Cap that maintains the City; 
F Ifhonour be but air, 'tis in common, and as fit 
For the fool, or the Clown, as the champion or wit. 


Then why may not we be of a different degree, 
And each man aſpire to be greater and higher 
Than his wiſer or honeſter brother, 

Since Fortune and Nature 
Their favours do ſcatter, 
This hath Valour, that Wit 
To his wealth, nor is it fit 
That one ſhould have all, 
8 For then what would befall 
= He that is born not to one nor the other? (chattel, 
Though honor were a prize from a tfirſt, no it's a 
And as meer huntable now as your ware, lands or 
(cattle. 
But in this we agree to live quiet and free, 
To drink Sack and ſubmit, and not ſhew your wit 
By your prating, but ſilence and thinking; 


Let 


An 
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Let the Presbyter Jews 

Read Diurnals and News, 

And lard their diſcourſe 

With a Covenant that's worlſe 

That which pleaſeth me belt 

Is a Song or a jeſt, 

And my obedience I'll ſhew it by my drinking; 
And the name I deſire is an honeſt good fellow, 
And that man hath no worth that won't ſome- 

(times be mellow. 


283 | 


— 


In praiſe of a Miſtreſſe. 
Have the faireſt Non perel, 
The faireſt that ever was (cen, 


And had not Venus been in the way, 
She had been Beautics Queen, 


Her lovely looks, her comely grace, 
I will deſcribe at large 3 

God Cupid put her in his books, 
And of this Jem took charge. 


The Grecian Helen was a Moore, 
Compar'd to my dear Saint, 
And fair fac'd Syrent beauty poor, 

And yet ſhe doth not paint. 


Andromeda 
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Andromeda whom Perſeus lov d, 
Was foul were ſhe in ſight, 
Her lincaments ſo well approy'd, 


Her hair not like the Golden wyre, 
E But black as any Crow, 

Her brows ſo beet! d all admire, 
& . Her forchead wondrous low. 


Her {quinting, ſtaring, gogling eyes 
Poor Children do affrigkt, 

Her noſe is of the Saraſens ſize 
O ſhe's a matchleſs wight. 


Her Oven-mouth wide open ſtands, 
And teeth like rotten peaſe, 

Her Swan- like neck my heart commands, 
And breaſts all bit with Fleas. 


| Her tawny dugs, like two great hills, 
Hang ſow like to her waſte, 

Her body huge, like two wind-mills, 
And yet ſhe's wondrous chaſte, 


Her ſhoulders of ſo large a breadth, 
She'd make an excellent Porter, 

And yet her belly carries moſt, 

If any man could ſort her. 


In praiſe of her I'll write. ; 


Merry Drollerie, Complete. 


No Shoulder of Mutton like her hand, 
For broadneſs thick and fat, 

With a pocky Mange upon her wriſt: 
Oh Fove! how love I that ? 


Her belly Tun-like to behold, 
Her buſh doth all excel, 

The thing that, by all men extoll'd, 
Is wider than a well. 


Her brawny buttocks, plump and round, 
Much like a Horſe of War, 

With ſpeckled thighs, ſcab'd and ſcarce ſound; 
Her knees like Bakers arc. 


Her legs are like the Elephants, 
The calf and ſmall both one, 

Her anckles they together meet, 
And ſtill knock bone to bone. 


Her pretty fect not bove fiſteens. 
So ſplay'd as never was , 

An excellent Uſher for a man 
That walks the dewy graſs. 


Thus have you heard my Miſtris prai'sd, 
And yet no flattery us'd, 

Pray tell me, is ſhe not of worth ? 

Let her not be abus d. 
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If any to her have a mind, 
He doth me wondrous wrong, 
For as ſhe's beautious, ſo ſhe's chaſte, 
And thus concludes my Song. 


Senſual Delight. 


A Re you grown ſo melancholly, 
That you think of nought but folly ? 


Are you ſad, are you mad, are you worſe, 

Do you think want of chinck is your curſe ? 
Do you love for to have longer lite, or a grave ⸗ 
Then this will cure you. 


Firſt I would have a bag of Gold 

That ſhould ten thouſand pieces hold, 

And all that in your lap would I poure 

For to ſpend on your friend or your whore, (lice, 

For to play away atdice , or to ſhift you from your 
And this will cure you, 


Next I would haye a ſoft bed made, 
Wherein a Virgin ſhould be laid 
That will play any way you deviſe, 
That will ſtick like an itch to your thighs, 
That will bill like a dove, lie bencath or above, 
And this will cure you. 
Nen 


lice, 
your 
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Next the bowl that Fove divine 
Drunk Nectar in, fill'd up with wine 
And all that, like a Greek, you ſhould quaff 
Till your checks they look red, and you _ 
Unto Ceres, and to Venut, unto Bacchus, and Sclemms, 
And this will cure you. 


Next ſeven Eunuchs ſhould appear 
Singing in 8 like manner here 
In the praiſe of the wayes of delight, 
Venus can uſe with man in the night, | 
When ſhe ſecmeth to adorn Vulcans head with a | 
And this will cure you (horn | 
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But if no gold nor women can, 

Nor wine, nor Song make merry man, 

Let the Batt be your mate and the Owle, 

Let the-pain in the brain make you how l: | 

Let the Pox be your friend, and the Plague be your | 
And this will cuxe you. (end. 


—— — 


On Captain Hick bis Oxford Feaſts. | 


3 diſcretions, have clubd for expreſsions 
Which are muſter'd up here by our Captaine 3 
Some ftaler, ſome milder, ſome tamer, ſome wilder, 
And all in clean Linnen arc wrapt in: | 
Oxford 
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2 
Oxford Univerfity approves ker ſelf witty, 
In Jeſts of mere jovial concerning, 
And jocoſe Apprehenſions prefer their Inventions, 
Before all the reſt of her learning. 


3 
Here is choice, here is ſtore, Eight Hundred or more 
The Cream, and the Crown of all jeſting; 
All brave fouls be Gueſts at this Banquet of Jeſts 
Lucullus had never ſuch feaſting. 


Such wit here's expreſt in oven choice Jck 
They'll make Mellanchollicus frolick, 

And all thoſe to forget to groan, and to fret, 
That are troubled with Stone and the Chollick. 


5 
Will Sumners and Scoggin with Archee be Jogging 
Your Quirks and your Quibbles are folly : 
No ſuch rare Antidotes, ete took flight from the. 
Gainſt the poyſon of black Mellancholly. (throat 
6 


One reading a ſcore did with laughter give o're 
Or his broad fides bad elſe ſplit in ſunder 3 
At next Ordinary he with repeating of three 
Made the wits at the board to knock under. 
| (turnies, 


Y, 


At 


Theſe will ſhorten the Journey s of Clarks and At- 
With wits moſt refin d Recreations, 


ore 


zing 


the 
@ats, 


Ines, 
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And when they are far remote from the Barr 


We'll cheer up their hearts in Vacations. 
(trades 
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8 
Now all you brave Blades leave your Shops & your 


Your lying and ſollemu proteſting, | 
And if ever you'll thrive ceaſe to drink, ſwear, & 
And ſtudy the ſcience of Jeſting, 


9 
To Gratifie Jeſters ſinks Angells to Teſters 
But here without frar of Expences, 
You may pick, you may chuſe,you may take or refuſe 
As ſuits with the moods, and the tences. 
10 
At home and abroad on qur walks or the Road 
Theſe Cord ials will prove Efficacious, 
Search the Books of all Ages, & tanſack theit Pages 
You ſhall find nothing halt ſo Solacidus. | 


A Catch. 


; on the Jaylor and on his fat Jole, 
There's liberty lies in the bottom of th'Bole, 
Atig for what ever the Raſcal can do, 
Our Dungeon is deep, but our Cups are ſo too 
Then Drink we round in deſpite of our foes, 


3 


d At- 


18 .T Phillis, 


And make our hard Irons cry clink in the cloſe: 
Now laugh we and quaff we, untill our rich Noſes 
row red, and conteſt with our chapplets of Roſes. 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
d 
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Phillis, ber Lamentation. 


M* Lodging is on the cold ground, 
And very hard is my Fare ; 
But that which troubles me moſt is 
The unkindneſs of my Dear: 
Tet ſtill Tery O tur Love, 
And I prethee Love turm to me, ; 
For thou art the man that I long for, 
And alack what remedie! 


T 11 Crown thee with Garlands of raw then, 
And III marry thee with a Ruſh Ring ;._ 
My frozen hopes ſhall thaw then, 
And merrily we will fing, 
O turn to me my dear Love, 
j And I prethee Love turn to me 
For thou art the man that alone cant 
Procure my libertie. 


But if thou wilt harden thy Heart ſtill, 
And be deaf to my pitiful moan, 
Then I muſt endiire the ſmart ill, 
And tumble in ftraw alone: 
Ter ſtill Tery O turn Love, 
And Iprethee Le turn to me; 
For thox art tbe man that alone art 
The cauſe of my miſtrie. 


F the fair Lavinias Shore , ... 


Muſe not though ſo far LIdwell 
And my wares come here to ſell: 
Such is the ſecret hunzer aß Gold, 


* of - 4 


1-1 Dee 
5. 


Whiled cry, what d' ye hack, 


I have Beauty, Honour, and Grace, : ' 
Fortune, ; favour, Tire and Place; 

And what elſe thou would ſt requeſt, 

Even the thing thou likeſt beſt: | 

Firſt let me have but a en of thy aa. 
Then come to me Lad 44 

Thonſhak have whatthy © ES 

Never gave for here it is to be fold. ,, . 


Madam, come fee what ye lack, 
Here's Complexion in my pack 

white andi red you may; haye in this plaap 
To hide your old ill waipkled face. 

Firſt let me have a touch of thy Gold, 
Then thou ſhalt ſeem 


Like a Wench of fifteen, 
Athough you be threeſcose * old. 
| 2 


Then come to my Fack, , a 
What ꝗ ye buy ? for here it is to be fald; > * 
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Ile Song of the Pedleys., 


I your Markets cone to ſtore, 5) n. | A 
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”— _- 


Ha, Ha, Ha, Ha, Hs: 


(= was the — — clear was the skie, 
And the ſweet budding flowers did ſpring, 
When all alone went Amintor and I 
To hear the ſweet Nightingale fing : 
Iſate, and he lay'd him'downby me, © 
And ſcarcely his breath he could draw, 
But when with a fear be began to come near, 
He was daſht with a bs ha bz ha bs ha, &c. 


He bluſht to himſelf, and laid ſtill a while, 
'Twas bis modefly ctirb'd his defire ; 
But fireight I convine'd Al his fears with a ſinile, 
And added new flames to his fire : 
Ah !Silvie, ſaid he, you are cruel 
To keep your poor lover in awe '' 
Then once more be preſt with his hand tomy bre, 
But was dafht with a ha ha ha ba ba ha, &c. 


I knew 'twas his paſſion that cauſed his fear, 
Aud therefore I Pitied his caſe; © - 
I whisper'd him ſoftly, there's no body near, 
Aud lay'd my Cheek fe to his Face: 
But as he grew bolder and bolder Lo 
A Shepherd came by us and ſaw, ' - R: 
And — as our bliſs, began with Kiſt, * 
Helawghs out withe be baba ha ba ha, &e. 


en þ 


05 
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* 


In praiſe of Sac. L 


| 7 me Ben. Folnſmy (cull, and filłt with Sack 
Rich as the ſame he drank, when the wholc pack 
Otjolly lifters pledg'd, and did agrert | 
It was no fin to be as drunk as he: 

If there be any weakneſs in the wine, 

There's virtne in a Cup to mak't divine; 


This muddy drench ot Ale does taſte too much 


earth, the Mault retains a ſcurvy touch 
Of the dull hand that ſows it ; and I fear 
There's Hereſie in Hops; give Calvin Ecer, 
And his preciſe Diſciples, ſuch as think 
There's Pawder-treaſon in all Spauifh drink 3 
Call Sack an Idoll, nor will kiſs the Cup, L 
For fear their Conventicle will be blown b a 
With ſu ition : give to theſe Brew-houſe alms, 
Whoſe beſt mirth is Six ſhilling Beer, and Pſalms : 
Let me rejoyce in ſprightly Sack, that can 
Create a brain even in an empty pan. 


| Canary ! it's thou that doſtinſpire 


And actuate the ſoul with heavenly fre 

That thou ſublim' the Genius making wit, 

Scorn earth, and ſuch as love, or live by it 3 

Thou mak'ft us Lords of Regions large and fair, 
Whil't our conceits build Caſtles in the aiz : 

| T 3 Since 


| 
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Since fire, earth, air, thus thy inferiours he, 
Henceforth TH know no Element but thee ; 
Thou precious Elixir of all Grapes ! 
Welcome he the our Mu egith5 her ſca pes, 
Such is the worth of Sack; I am (me thinks) 
In the Exchequry he, hat now it chinks s, 0 —— 
And do dljecm my venexable ſelf - : 
As hrave a fellow, as if all the pelf  , | 
Were ſure mine own and Lhaye thought a way 
Already how to ſpend it II would pay, 

No debts, but Aichy empiy every trunk, 
And charge the Gold ſox Sack to keep me drunk; 
And ſo by conſequenes till rich Spging Wine 
Being in my crown, the iludie too were mine 
And whewmy hrains are ↄnce afoot( heayen bleſs us) 
I think my ſelſ a better man than Cræſus· , 
And now do conceit my felt a Judge, 

And coughing laugh to ſte my Clients trudgę 
After myLordſhips Coach unto the Hall 
For Juſtice, aud am full ok Law withal, 
And do hecome the Benah as well as he 
That fled lang tince fox want of honeſtie; 

But I'll be Judge no-longes though in jeſt; _ 
For fear I ſhould be tali d with like the rcit 
When Lam ſober; who dan chuſe but think 
Me wiſe, that am ſo wary in my drink! 
Oh admirable Sack I here's dainty ſport, 


2 


2 
ESS F Safra x 


am come back ttom Weſtminſter to Court 5; 


us) 


That are, or Charles his enemies, or Sacks; 
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And am grown young again ; my Ptiſick now 

Hath left me, and. my Judges graver brow 

Is ſmooth d, and I turn d amorous as May, 

When ſhe invites young lovers for to play 

upon her flowry boſome : I could win 

A Veſtal now, or tempt a Queen to (in. 

Oh fora ſcore of Queens! you'd laugh to ſce 

How they would ſtrive which firſt ſhould raviſh me, 
Three Goddeſſes were nothing: Sack has tipt 
My tongue with charms like thoſe which Paris ſipt 
From Vers, when ſhe taught him how to kiſs 

Fair Helen, and invite a fairer bliſs ; 

Mine is Canary-Rbetorick, that alone 

Would turn Diana to a burning ſtone : 

Stone with amazement, burning with loves fire, 
Hard, to the touch, but ſhort in her deſite. 
Ineſtimable Sack! thou mak'ſt us rich: 

Wiſe, amorous, any thing; I have an itch 

To t'other cup, and that perchance will make 

Me valiant too, and quarrel for thy ſake 

Il be once inflam d, againſt thy Noſe 

That could preach down thy worth in ſmall- beer 
I ſhould do miracles bad, or worle, (Proſe 
As he that gave the King an hundred Horſe : 
T'other odd Cup, and I thall be prepar'd 

To ſnatch at Stars, and pluck down a reward 

With mine own hands from Feve upon their backs 


| 


T 4 Let 
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Let it be full, if I do chance to ſpill 
Ov'r my tandiſh by the way I will 
Dipping in this diviner Ink, my pen, 
Write my ſelf ſober, and fall to't agen. 


— 


e * 
AC 3 
| Ne Ow that the Spring hath fil d our Veins 
with kind and active fire, 8 
And made green Liverics for the Plains 
And every Grove a Quire. 


Sing we this Song with mirth and merry glce, 
And Bacehus crown the Bow], 
And here's to thee, and thou come 
And every thirlty ſoul. 


Shcar ſhcep that have FI cry we ſtill, 
But ſee that none eſcape, 

To take off this Sherry, hat makes us ſo merry 
And — as the lutiy Go. | 


The H untſ: man. 


Or all the ſports the world doth yield . 
Give me a pack of hounds in field, 
Whoſe eccho ſounds ſhrill through the Sky, 
Makes Fore admire our harmony, 


* 


WW @@0 *. _ Yoa 
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And with that he a mortal were, 
To ſee ſuch pleaſures we have here. 


Some do delight in Masks and plays, 
And in Diana's Holy daies. : 
Let Venut act her chieſeſt skill, 

If I diſlike I'll pleaſe my will; 

And chooſe ſuch as will laſt, 

And not to ſurfeit when I tafte. 


F 


Then I will tell you of a ſcent, 

Where many a horſe was almoſt ſpent, 
In Chadwel Cloſe a Hare we found, 
That led us all a ſmoaking round; 

O'r hedge and ditch away ſhe goes, 
Admiring her approaching toes, 


But when ſhe felt her ſtrength to waſte, 
She parleys with the Hounds in hafte. 
The Hare. You gentle dogs forbear to kill 
Aharmleſs beaſt that ne'r did ill : 

And if your Maſters ſport do crave, 

I'll lead a ſcent as they would have. 


The Hounds. Away, away, thou art alone, 


Make haſte we lay, and get thee gone 
We'll give thee leave for halfa mile, 
Id ſee if thou canſt us beguile : 
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But then expect a thunderiog cry, | 
Made by us and our company. 


The Hare. Then ſince you ſet my life ſo light, 
I'll make Black lovely turn to White; 

And Tork: ſhire Gray, that rups at all, 

I'll make him wiſh him in his ſtall; 

And Sorrel, he that ſeems tb fly, 

I' make him fickly ere I die. | 


Let Bur bam Bay do what he can, 
And Barton Gray, Which now and then 
Doth ſtrive to winter up my way; 
Il neither make him fit nor play, 
And conſtant Robin, though he lic 
At his advantage, what care I? 


But here Kis Bolton did me wrong, % 
As I was running all along; | 
For with one pat he made me ſo, 
That I went recling too and fro: / 


Then, if I die your maſters tell, 
That fool did ring my paſling-Bell. 


But if your maſters pardon me, 

TIl read them all to 7 hrougabby 3 
Where conſtant Robin keeps a room 

To welcome all the Gueſts that come, 


d * 
* | = 


2 22553 HM» i 


A 


— — 


Merry Drollerie, Complete. 
To laugh, and quaff in Wine, aud Beer, 
A full Carouze to their Career. 


The Home. Away, away, ſince tis our nature 
To kill thee, and no other Creature, 

Our Maſters they do want abit, 

And thou wilt well become the (pit ; 

They cat the fleſh, we pick the bone, 

Make haſt; we ſay, and get thee gone. 


The Hare. Y our Maſters may abate their cheer, 
My meat is dry; and Butter dear; 

And if with me they'd make a friend, 

They had better give a Puddingsend : 

Beſides, once dead, then ſport they I lack, 

And I mult hang on th Huntſman's back. 


Ibe loundi, Alas poor Hare we pity thee, 8 
It with our nature t would agree 3 
But all thy doubling ſhifts we fear 


Will not prevent thy death ſo near, 


Then make thy Will, for; r be that 
May ſave thee; clic; weknow not what. 


The Hare's. Then Ido give my body free, 
Will. Unto your Maſters courteſie, 
And if they'l ſpatetill ſport be ſcant, © 
PU be their game, when they do want: 
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But when I'm dead each greedy hound 
Will trail my entrails on the ground. 


The Hownds. Were ever Dogs ſo baſely croſt? 
Our Maſters call us off fo faſt, | 
That we the ſcent have almoſt loſt ; 

And they themſelves mult loſe the roaſt, 
Wheretore, kind Hare we pardon you : 

The Here. Thanks gentle Hewnds, and ſo Adieu. 


ä 


A Catch. 


The wily wily Fox, with his many wily mocks, 

We'll Earth him if you'l but follow, | 
And now that we have done't,to conclude our mer- 
Let us roundly whoop and hollow: (ry hunt, 


Prethee drink, pretheee drink, nes prethee drink, 
That the Hunters may all follow. | 


— 
— 
— - —— 


A Song. 
5 lay all naked in her bed, = 
And I my ſelf lay by | 2 
No Vail nor Curtain there was ſpread, 
No covering but I: 


Her head upon one ſhoulder fecks 
To hang in careleſs wiſe, 
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All full of bluſhes were her cheeks, 
And wiſhes were her eyes. 


Her bloud lay fluſhing in her face, 
As on a meſlage came, * 
To ſay that in ſome other place 
It meant ſome other Game; N 
Her neather Lip moyſt, plump, and fair, | 
Millions e crown d, . 
Which ripe and uncropt dan t 
And — the branches 2 


Her breaſts, that lay ſwell'd full and high, 

Ks, Bred pleaſaut pangs in me, 

| And all © world I did dhe 

ere For that fclicity; 

nt, | Her thighs and belly, ſoft and plump, 

th, To me were only ſhewn : 

To have ſeen ſuch meat, and not to have cat, 
Would have angred avy ou. 


Her knees lay up, but ſiout ly bent, 
And all was hollow under, 
As if on caſte terms they meant 
— W ao. | 
ult lo t Cyprian ueen e, 
J Expecting in her bower 3 : 
When too long ſtay; had kept the boy 
yon his promiſed hour. 
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Dull Clown, quoth ſbe, why doſt delay - 
Such proffered bliſs to take? f 

Canſt thou find no other way 
Similitudes to make? -..: -: 

Mad wich delight I thundred i in, 
And threw mine arms about her, 

But a pox upon't twas but a ny 

And ſo Ilay withaat her. 


Of Good Wife and 2 Bad, 


Ome Wives are Good and ſome are Bad, 
(Reply) Methinks you touch them wow, 
. And ſome will make their Husbands mad, 
( Cho.) And ſo will my Wife too: 
And my Wife and thy Wi iſe, 
And my W Je fo will do. 


Some Women love to breed diſcord, 
Methinks, &c. 
And ſome will have the latter word, 
( Cho.) And owillmy wife to: 
And my Wife; &c. 


Some Women will Spin, and ſome will 1Sow, 
Methinks, &c. 
And ſome will to the Tavern ray! = 
(Cho. ere ifs 700 
And my Wife; &c. 


Sox 
An 


- 
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Some Women will ſay they'r ſick a leans; c. 
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Mecthinks, &. 
Rad ſome will let a roufing Fare; ) 
( Cho.) And ſo will my id ton 
And my Wife, &c. 


Some Women will ban and ſome will curſe, © 
Methinks.&c, * 
And ſome will pick t eir Buchands Plrſe, 


(Cho, ) 2 . nne . 


1 


Some Women will Brawle, and ſame will Scold, 8 
Metbinks, &. wg lv; 4 
And ſore will make their Cuckold, - | 
( Cho,) —_—_ will {my Fe too ; 


"my, &c 
Some Women will ak, a and ſome will not. 
Metbinks, Sec. Io 


And ſome will take the Cother Pot, 
( Cho.) Andſo will my 2 tos: 
And my Wife, &c 


Some Wornen are fick, and ſome ate found, 
Methinks, &c. fs 
And ſome will take it on the Ground, 
( Cho.) Andſo willmyWift tea: 
Aud my, & c. | 


: 
| 
j 
' 


; 
f 


be Second Part of 
Thus of my 82 an end, 
t. i ., &. 
Hoping all women will amend, | 
Cho.) Andſo mill y M ife tos: 
And my Wife, &c. 2 


A Catch. 
All George again boy, call George again, 
C bor be love of Bacobar call — again. 
is a good boy, and draws us good wine, 
Or fills us more Clarret our wits to reſine; 
George is a brave Lad, and an honeſt man; | 
If you will him know, he dwells at the Swar: 


\ \ 


— N 


; A Son g . 4 
OX take you Miſtris F'll be gone, 
I have friends to wait upon 3 
Think you I'll my ſelf confine, 


| Toyour humours( Lady mine: ) 


No, your louring ſeems to ſay : 


Tis a rainy drinking day, 


To the Tavern III away. 


There have I 2 Miftris got, 
Cloyſtered in a Pottle pot: 


And ſhe can( the tru 


Brisk A 


when thy richeſt glances fly, 

Plump AND bounding, lively, fair, 
Buckſome, ſoft, and debohait | 
And ſhe's call'd Sack nN E iy 


Sack's my better Miſtris far, 

Sack's my only beauty-ſtar 3 

Whoſe rich beams, and glorious raies, 
Twink le in each red role and face: 
Should [all her vertues ſhew, | 
Thou thy ſelf woutd lovexlick prove, 
AND ſhe'd prove thy Miſtris TOO, 


Brisk and = thine eye, 


She with no dart · corn will Blaſt me; 
Bat upon thy h ; 
Yet ne er bluſh h ſelf too ted, 


Spirits into me convey, 
MORE than thou canſt take AWAY. 


Getting kiſſes here's no toyl, 


Here's no Handkerchief to ſpoyl; 
Let I better Nectar ſip: 


Than dwells upon thy lip: 
And though mute and ftill ſhe be, 
Quicker wit ſhe brings to me, 
Than cer I could find in THEE, 
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JfT go, ne'r think ta ſee 


Any more a fool ofſme,; | 

Tu no liberty up gipe, „ 

Nor 2 Mandlin life e love Jn Y 
No, there's nought in me to't, 


tis not all thy ſmiles can do' t, 
Nor thy Maiden-head ta] BOOT. 


Yet if thou'lt but take the pain 

TO be good but once again; 

If one ſmile then call me back, 

THOU ſhalt be that Lady Sack: 

Faith but try, and thou ſhalt ſec 

What a loving Soul I'll be, 

WHEN I am drunk hes nought but thee, 


—— — 
— — 


The Secand. * ' 


1 Anſwer. : 105 


1 Pray thee, Drunkard, get thee þ 

Thy Miſtris Sack dach ſmell too Girong: 
Think youl intend to wed, 
A ſloven to be- piſs my hed >. 57 

No, your ſtaining me's todays 2+ 
You have been drinking all this day. - 


G2, be gone, away, e | 


Where you have your, Miſtris Sack, 
Which hath 2 — | 
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And methinks ſhould be too het, 

To be cloyſtered in a pot. — 
Though you ſay ſhe is ſo fair, 

80 lovely, and ſo debonair, 

She is but of a yellow hair. 
Sack's a whore which burns like fire; 
Sack conſumes and is a dryer; 

And her waies do only tend 

To bring men unto their end: 
Should I all her vices tell, 

Her rovings and her fweatings fell, 
Thou wouldſt dam her into Hell. 


Sick which nodart-ſcorns will blaftthee; 
ut upom thy Bed fill eaſt thee: 
And by that impudence doth ſhew, 
That no vertue ſhe doth know: 
Iker (he will, the truth o 

Thy body in an hour decay, 

ore than I can in a dax. 

| gh for kiſſes there's no toyl, 
Jet your hady he doth ſpoil: 
- Ppping Nectar whilft you: fit; 
She doth quite befor yam wit: : 
Though ſhe is mute, ſhe'll make you loud: 
Prawl and fight in every croud, 
hen your reaſon ſhe doth cloud. 


| SE, WM V 2 Nor 
3 0 


Nor do you ever look to ſee 

Any more a ſmile from me, 

I'll no liberty, nor fign, 

| Which I truly may call mine. 

No, no ſleight ſhall win me to't, 
Tis not all thy parts can do t, 
Thy Perſon, nor thy Laud to boot. 


Yet if thou wilt take the pain, 

To be ſober once again, 

And but make much of thy back, 

I will be inſtead of Sack. 

Faith but try, and thou ſhall ſee, 

What a loving ſoul I'll be: | 

When thou art drunk with nought but me. 
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ä 4 Catch. 


He that will cat her breakfaſt in her bed, 
And ſpend the morn in drefling of her head, 


And nothing do all day, bat talk of pride ; 
Fove of his mercy may do much to ſave her, 
But what a caſe is he in that ſhall have her: 


* 
* * : . . 44 
S) 


S421 
St. 


And fit at dinner like a Maiden-bride, 8 


r 


Georg 
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St. George for England. 


V Hy . ſhould we boaſt of Arthur and his 

Knights, 

Knowing fo many men have endured hot fights ; 

Belides King Ari bur, and Sir Lancelot du Lake, 

Sir Triſtram de Lionel, that tought for Ladies ſake, 

Read old Hiſtories, and then you ſhall ſee, | 

That St.George, St. Geayge did make the Dragon flee; 
St. George tor England, St. Dennis tor France, | 


Sing Hony ſoit qui maly penſe. 


Mark how father Abraham, when firft he reſcued Los 

Only by his houſhold what conqueſt there they got* | 

David elected a Prophet and a King, 

He flew great Goliah with a ſtone and a ſling ; 

Theſe were no Knights of the Table round, 

But St. George, St. George the Dragon did confound 
St. George, &c. 


Joſhua and Gideon did lead their men to fight, 

They conquered the Amoriter,and put them to flight; 

Hercules labour's upon the Plains of Baſs, 

And Sampſon flew a thouſand with the jaw bone of 

Belides a goodly Temple there be did ſpoyl, (an aſs, 

But St. George, St. George the Dragon he did ſoyl > 
St. George, &c. 


Y 3 The 
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The wars ofthe Monarchs they were too long to tell 


And next of all the Romans, for they. did far excell, 
when Hameibat and $tzpio.ſo many fields did fight, 
Orlando Furioſo was a worthy Knight; 
Remus and Roamwlns, that firſt Rome did build, 
But Sg. George, St-George did make the dragon yield, 
St. George, &c. | 


Many have fought with proud Tamberlsin, 
And Cutlax the Dane, great wars did maintain, 
Rowland, and Bryan, and good Sr. Oliver; | 
In the forreſt ot Arden there flew both Bull & Bear, 
Beſide the noble Hollander, Sir Goward with his bill, 
But St. George, St.George the dragon's bloud did (pill 
St. George, &c. 


Bevis conquered Arkwpart, and after flew the bore, 
And then he croſt beyond the ſcas to combate 

with a Moor, 

Sir Ifnbraſs&% Egleman they were Knights bold(told 
And good Sir Jahn Mandevil of travels much have 
Theſe were all Engiiſh Knights that pagans did cor 
ButSt.George,&c,pluckt out the Dragons heart. (ver. 

St. George, coco. | 


The noble Alphonſo, that was the Spaniſh King, 


= 


The order of the red ſcaris and hedrowl he did brin 
He had a troop of mighty Knights when firſt he did, 
= begin, : 4 i , ; 0 . 
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That ſought adventures fur and nigh what c 
IN they mi — — 3 n 
'2 | Thera t os put to ft | 
Ut . IP ſtighe, 

> | But St. George, St. George did with the + | 
t Se. Genrge,dco beute * Sht, | 


4. The noble Earle of Warwich,that called was Sis Gay, 

+ | The Infidels and Pagans much he did dehe, 

He flew the Gyant Brandemoor, &aſter was the death | 

Of the moſt gaſtly dun Cow, the divel of D 
heath, | | 

Beſides other noble Deeds he did beyond the ſeas, 

"| But St. George, St. George the Dragon did appeaſe 3 


St. George, &c. 
ul [ES | 
Valentine and Orſox of King Pifins blood, 
" Alfred and Henry they were Knights good; 


The four Sons of Amor that fought for Charlemain, 
Sir Hugo de Bourdeamx, and Godfrey de Bullaign, 
te Theſe were all french Knights that lived in that age, | 
But St. George, St. George the Dragon did aſſwage 3 | 
St. George, &c. 5 | 


When at the firſt K. Richard was King of this Land, 

He gorged a Lyon with his naked hand - ; -/' 

The noble Duke of Awufris nothing he did fear, 

i og, He killed his Son with a box on the ear, 

5d Beſides other noble deeds done in the holy-Land, 
But St. George, St. George the Dragon did withſtand: 

1 St. George, &c. v4 When 


| 
| 
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When as the thixd King Edward had conquered all 


- 


France, 
He quartered their Arms his honour to advance, 
He ranſack d their Cities, threw their Caltles down, 
And garniſhed his head with a double double Crown, 
He thumped the French,8 homeward then he came, 
But St. George, St. George the Dragon he did tame 

St. George, &c. | 


St. Dauid of M ales did the Welehmen much advance, 
St. James for Spain, that never yet broke Lance, 
St. Patrick for Ireland, that was St. Georges Boy, 
Seyen years he kept his horſe, &then Role him away, 
For which filthy act a ſlave he doth remain, 
But St. George, St. George the Dragon he hath ſlain; 
St. George for England, St. Denis for France, 
Sing Heny ſoit qui maly penſe. 


— —— 
— — 


Artur of Bradh. 


Aw yon not Pierce the Piper, 
His Cheeks as big as a Myter, 
Piping among the Swains, | 
That's down in yonder Plains ; 
here Tib and Trm doth tread it, 


And Youths thehornpipe lead it, 
With every one his carriage | 
7 Togo to youder Marriage, 
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For the honour of Aribur of Bradly, 


Oh brave Arthur of Bradl, O fine Arthur fla, 
O brave Arthur of * oh. 


Arthur hath gotten A Laſs, 
A bonnier never was; 
The chiefeſt youths in the Pariſh 
Come dancing in a Morris, 
With Country Gambals flouncing, | 
Country Wenches trouncing, 
Dancing with mickle pride, 
Every man his wench by his ſide, 
For the honour of Aribur, &c. 


But when that Aribur was married, * 
And his Bride home had carried; 
The Youngſters they did wait 
To help to carry up meat: 
Franc is carried the Furmety, 
Miehael carried the Mince- pye, 

Bart holomem the Beef and the Muſtard, 
And Chriſtapher carried the Cuſtard, 
Thus every one went in this Ray, | 
For the honour of Arthur of Bradly, Oh * 6 | 


But when that dinner was ended, 

The Maidens they were befriended ; 
Fer out ſtept Dick the Draper, 
And he bid pipe up ſcraper 3 
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Better to be dancing a little, 5 3 
Than imo the Town to tipple 3 vite,'t1 

He bid him play him a Horn- pipe, 1 20 
That goes fine of the Bagpipe: 

Then forward Piper, and play | 

For the honour of Arthur of mah Oh fine, 1 


Then Rich ard he did lead it, | 
And Margery ſhe did tread it; | t 
Francis followed therm, | 
And after courteous Jane: 
And every one after another, 
As if they had been ſiſter and brother, 
That *twas a great ſight to (ce 
How well they did agree, 
And then they al did ſay, : 


Hay for Arthur of Bradly, oh fine, Ge, 
When all the Swains did fee „ i 
This mirth and inetry glee, 
There was nevet a man did — li 


But every man kiſt his Wench : | 
But Giles was greedy of gain, 
And he would needs kiſs twains To 
His Lover, ſeeing that, 
Did rap him on the pate, 
That he had not one word to ſay 


For the honour of Arthur of Brauly, oh fine, ec. 
4 WD Tix 
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The Piper look d aſide, 1 
And there he ſpide the Bride z | _ 
He thought it was a hard chance 
That none would lead her a dance: 5 
for never a man dufſt touch her 
© But only Will. the Butcher 
* | He took her by the hand 
f And danc d whilſt he could ſtand; 
The Bride was fine and gay, 
For the honour of Arthur of g adly, Oh fine, * 


Then out ſtept Will. the Weaver, 
And he {wore he'd not leave her; ; 
He hopt it all of a Leg, 
For the hondur of his Peg, 
But Keſter in Cambrick Ruffle, 
He took that in ſnuff; R 
For he againſt that day | 
Had made himſelf fine and gay 
His Ruff was whipt over with blew, 
He cryed a new dance, a new; 
; | Then forward Piper and play, 
For the honour of Arthur of Brad/ey, Oh fine, Se. 


Then ' gan the Sun decline, 

And every one thought it time 
RE: To go unto his home, 
| And leave the Bridegroom alone. 


$16 . The Second Rart of 
o't to't, quoth luſty Ned, = 
We'll ſee them both in bed: 
For I will jeopard a joynt 

ut I will get his codpiece point: 
Then firike up Piper and play, 
For the honour of Aribur of Bredly, oh fine, &e, 


And thus the day was ſpent, 
And no man homeward went, 
That there was ſuch cronding aud thruſting, 
That ſome were in danger of burſting, . 
To ſee them go to bed : 
For all the skill they had, 
He was got to his Bride, 
And laid him cloſe by her fide, 
They got his Points and Garters, 
And cut them in peeces like quarters; 
And then they bid the Piper play, 


For the honour of Aribur of Bradley, oh fine, r. 


Then Mill. and his ſweet heart 

Did call for Loath to depart, 
And then they did foot it and tols it, 
Till che Cook had brought up the poſſet, 
The Bride - pye was brought forth, 

A thing of mickle worth, 
And ſo all at the bed-tide 
Took leave of Arthur and his Bride, 


Oc 
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1 — ſo 4 went all away 


wry by Arthur of brad, ob, 6% 


Ou the Priming of t * Oed Teh 


Tell thee Kit, whit I have be. 

Where I the rareſt Jeſs have zeen, 

O Jeſts without compare, _ 
Zach Jes again cannot be eon, 

In Oxford no nor Cambridge towns 

They be ſo very rare. ' 

2 
I yeſterday did go to buy 
A book, (thou know'k ,) for thee ami L. 

Of zomething that was pretty, 
And when poor Robin Jeſts I 2a w s., 
Methoughts they were old, and lean, and aw, 

Not like his „ witty. 


I then did ask for the Oxfard leds, 

Which it thou knoweftcame from the Breſia, 
Of our Univerſity; 

The man to me did then conſeſe, 

They were not yet come out &'th press, 

Quoth I the morc's {he pitty. 


818 The Second Part of +. 
At laſt he ſhew'd, the very 85 
Of chat ithprefs, Tm a very poppy 


| Refore I halfa ſeore had read, 


With laughing (if it may de zed) 
I'd like to have broke my ren. 


— — — —„— 2 


5 
I then did point to read um 0'er, 
Zuch Jeſts I never heard befare, 
Fore George tis true our Kit 
And c'er that I had read um half 
I found I was ſo great with laugh, 
I thought my zides would ſplit. 
ar 


Then hey for Oord now Izay 

Evaith I long to ſee the da 
That they ſhall printed 

Then thee and Iwill each AY 

For our two ſweet hearts Nell and — 
For Mirth and Mellodie. 


- 


I IO IOC CIO m— — „ IF 
_ 


4 can 


Here was three Cooks in Colebrooky 
And they fell out with onr Cook, 


And all was fora pudding he cook, 
And from the Cook of Colebrook. 


Then 
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There was ſwaſh-Ceok, and ſlaſn Coke 
And thy Noſe in my Narſe Cook, ©. 
And all was for a pudding he took,” g 
And from the Cook of Cole. 
Then they fell all upon our Cook, 
And numbled him ſoʒ that he did look 
As black as the pudding which he tool 
And from the Cook ot Golekrooke z 


Oh OT FREREI TY I OY 
The Black ſmeiths Fog etTog: 
F all the Sciences beneath the Sun 77 
Which have been ſince the work 224 


The Smith by his art great praiſe hach 
Which no body can deny. 720 * 


Ihe faireſt Goddeſs in the skies 

ro marry with him did deviſe, 

That was a cunning Smith aud wiſe, 
Which no body, &c. 


Then Mars came down for Venus abe, 

| The Smith he did his armour make, 

la love together he did them take, 
Which no body, &. 


The fitſt that ever Maſick made 
Was 7o#g} of che Rlackſmiths Trade, 


— 


N - 
| 


— = ns as it was aid, 
Which no body, &c. | 


Hedid invent continually : 

The Iron work for the Country, 

A Sauth for mirth and husbandry, 
Which na body, &c. . 


What Occupation can you name, 
Bat faxfithe Smith muſthelp the kame, 


did working tools their work to frame ? 


Which no body, &. 


What horſe can poſi to carry news, 
But ſuſi the Smith ſets on his ſhooes, 
with and Stirrop for mens uſe ? 
no body, &c, 


What Ship upon the Sea can fail, 

If Iron work in her do fail, 

Though Anchor hold *twill not prevail? 
Which no body, &c. 


What can you build with lime or ſtone 

L Fron-work therein be none? 

Smiths make for houſes many a one, 
"Which no body, &e, 


Ho can you go to Plough or Cart, 


Except the Smith do play his Part, 
With Coulter and Shaire mage well by Art: 
{Which no body, De. 


be Second Part of” 15 


Me Dee ob e. gat 


Z Pic Axletree fangs „„ 
The Fichte ane 4 plain 1. f 
Which no body, &. ey 10. an = oy 1 
The Butchers Axe, the S kers Avb -. 
The cutting knixes on ey 9 i or 
That lies to cut and care 1 Ale. 2 7 oY 
Which no body, Cc, ee wn 


The Coopers 9275 the 

The Carpenters, Tools fo 

The plyers for the Goldh 
Which nobody, & 


- Byers Slings. _ = 4; | 


eee. 855 49175 


„ tt! 


gur Spits, Trex and Racks, = 


TEIN 
'Y 
” 


1 
99914 


| Your 5 


nd many alert vp... bar GKS, ard 0 T 
WV And for 7 he es Pretty RS.. 2 de 
Which nobol 7, Ce. ee 
,t Gondeln 
Weights and Ska les to bu . 
JAthouſand thin 8711 oy to 
me Smith hach: rye 85 & bobs” — 
which nd body, &. 
. 1 tigt! * 
I Icould rehearſe bags e 


Ok iron Bars, Bolts, and Pins“ 55 
Matches, Catches, e DO” 
| | Which no body, e. W rs e 
19 * 2 . 
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| He makes all 25 

ror horſes, for dyors; 555 Bok 

| Forkiouſes, and for tocks: - | + 
Which no body, Cc. 


| Your fire Irotis, find : 
Your pothooks, ge firie and neat, 
Your eck that tufut bft fpits of meat, 
Which no body, Ce. 


Your Paviours Pickat, 1 fect and (mall, 
95 


Your Pattens for No,, e. and tall; 
Your Shovel and S work withall, 
which no body, &c. | 


Tour braiding. Tron t b rand your Kits. 
Your Clappers for . 


Your ſtamps for Gol, 
Which uo body, &. 


The horſes Bits, that 

The Barbezs Tools; tha 

The Taylors Od Os 
Which no body, by 


And for all Tree the ficht 2 
The Smith I am ſar Ales ſuch a f. ee 
do long, ſo ſtrong, fo 55 ſo bright, 15 

. Which no bod, &e 


ilver fine”. wh 


ine. | 


t6 rig and chime, | 


e 8 
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Bills, Pikes, Nags, and Guns 
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" | Halberds, and many t 9 1 5 4 
Through the hammer of the Smith aſl A 
Which nobody, e. | 


To love the Smith all Trades are bounds.” | 

Which make him thus to be reno wr d, 

For which his hammers they ate crows %, 
Which no body, &. | 


lot Smiths now living at this hour, 155 ET 
There was a Smith within the Tower 

Which might be counted for a flower, < 

Which no body, cc. | 


Thus of my Song I make anignd, 

The Smith is every bodies friend, 

Ihe ſeeks his Country to defend, 
| Which pobody can deny. 


88 


North Country Song. 


Hen Iſe came firſt to London Town, 

71 Iſe wor a Novice, as other men are; 
iſe thought the King had liv'd at the Crown, 
And the way tol heaven had been Reg => 
Iſe 


Bis X. 2 
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Iſe ſet up my horſe, and -Iſe went to Pals, | 
Good Lord, quoth L, wh a'Kirk been here? 

Then Ile Aid f bar by all Rerſon foals; Bt 


It wor a mile long, or very _ 


It wor asbigh ds any Kill, 
A Bill, quo I; nay as aMountain, . 
Then went Ii up with very good will, 
But glad wor I to come down again. 


For as Iſe went up my bead roe round. 

Then be it known to all Kerſon people, 
A man is no little way fro the ground, 

When he's o'th' top of all Pauli ſieeple. 


I lay down my hot, an d Iſe went to pray, 
Put wor not this a pitious caſe, 21 (4) 

Afore I had done it wor ſtolen away, place? 

Who'd have thought theeves had — in that 


Now for my Hot Iſe made great moan, 
A ſtander hy unto me ſaid, 

Thou didſt not obſerve the cripture aright, 
For thou mun a watcht, as well as pray d. 


From cbencb n e went, and L my Lord Mayer, 
Good lack what a fi Shit was there to ſee, 
My Lord hd his horſe were both ofa Hair, 
I could not tell which the Mare ſhould be. 
5 From 


at 


on 
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From thence to Weſtminſter I went, Ry 

Where hore a brave. Lawyer 1 did ſec, 
Some of them had a had intent, 


* £ — 


For thete my purſe was ſtoln from me. 


To ſee the Tombs was my defire, 


I went with many hrave fellows (tore 15 = 
I gave them a penny that was there hire, 
And he's buta fool that will give any more. 


Then through the rooms the fellow me led, 

Where all the ſights were to be ſeen. 

And ſnuffling told me through the nole, 7. 
What formerly the name of thoſe had been. 


Here lies quoth he, Henry the Third, 
Thou li'ſt like a knave, he ſaies never a worq; 
And herc lis F.ichard the Second inferr'd, - 
And here ſtands good King Edwards Sword. 


Under this Chair lyes Je bs ſtone, 

The very ſame ſtonè ſies under the Chair, 
A very good jeſt, had Jae but one, 

How got he ſo many Sons without à pair? 


I ſtaid not there, but down, with the tide | 
I made great haſte, and I went my way 
For I was to ſee the Lions beſide, 
And the Paris · garden all in a da. 
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When Iſe came there, I was in a rage, 

I ray''d on him that kept the Bears, 

Inſtead of a Stake was ſuffered a Stage 
And in Hunkes his houſe a crue of Players. 


With much adolſcentred in, 
And after a penny that I had ſpent, 
'* Onewith a loud voicedid thus begin. 


This Lyon's the Kings, and that is the Queens; 
And this che Princes that ſtands here by, 
With that I went neer to look in the Den 

Co ds body, quoth he, why come you ſo nigh ? 


. Ie made great haſte unto my Inne, 
I ſupt, and I went to bed betimes, 
Iſe flept , and I dream'd what I had ſcen, 
And wak'd again by Cheapſide Chimis. 


Then through the Brigg to the Tower Iſe went, 


Ibe merry Goodfellow. 


* ſhould we not laugh and be jolly, 
Sinceé all the World is mad? 
And lull'd in a dull melancholly; 
Ile that wallows in ſtare 
1s ſtill e 4378 
And that mages him as poor. 
As the wretch that ne er any thing d. 7 — 
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.. 
How mad is that amr mp -monger, ? : 
That to purct ſc to hi 204 Mis heirs. * = 
Grows ſhrivited with i hunger; 0 
While we that are bopny, © 9 75 bo 


Buy Sack with, Feady-monay;” © x 
And necr trouble, the Scrlyepcts, nor Tee 


. 


Thoſe guts that hy (craping a and toylin E 
Do ſwell their Revenues 01 fall, 5 
Get nothing by all their tufmoming x lag VIS 
But arg marks of each tae, 
While thez load their; own "Ar 
With theheavier packs, 
And lye down gall'd and wearyur Ts 


While we that do traffick in tipple, _ 
Can baffle the Go and he $ ord; 
Whoſe jaws are ſo muß nd Ann REP 
We ne'er trouble by E 
With Indentures r Deeds, . 
And our wills axc cOMpos: an A no 


Our money ſhall never indite 5 | 
Nor drag us to Goldſmiths H al 
No Pyrats nor wracks can night us; 
We, that have no Eſtates, =D 
Fear no plunder bog rates, 
We can fleep wi Open bes | 
He fat yes onthe e of W 
4 { e 


7 


0 
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| 5 n at thoſe fools whoſe endeayours 
Bo but fit them for Priſpns and Eines. 
When we that f ten all are the ſavers ; 
For jf the thieves do breakin, 
out empty ag in, | 


Nay a e Fil erers 10ſe their AE 


Then let us not thi to morrow, 
But tipple aud la 90 ewe may, 
To waſh from our hearts all ſorrow; i 
Thoſe Corfnorants which 
re — with an itch, ** 
To he mighty and rich, we 
Do hut toyl for the wealth they do borrow. 


The Mayor in our Town with ts Ruff on, 
What a pox is he better than me? | 
He muft vail to the a wich his Buff on; 
. ' Though 12 uſtard may cat, 

And lich thardly meat, ; 
Yet gur Sack niakes us mertier than he. 


* 


2 


Ow we art pet in IR Jo”, take t 'otha 
Tos Apd chirp 0.58 Sap gf Nee ar, 
Tete thinks do keep us fd harm, 
F rom the — TI the new Prote n cola; 
f ertotq; 


WM 


N 


1 
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Hertofore at a brunt a Croſs would have done'ty 
But now they have taken courſes, 'Uefe 
With their Laws and their theft, there's not a croſs 
In the Charch, nor the Farmers purſes. 


They? rewith you to bring for a ſtüffing at a King, 
For nom you muſt make no dainty, | 

To have your noſe ground on a itone turned round 
By Nol, and one and twenty. 


But our Rights arc kept for us in Oliver's ſtore-houſe 

were as good they were ſet in the ſtocks : 

They are jut in the pickle in the thirtieth Articles 
Like Jack in a Juglers box. 


We are lot to look for the Saints in a book, 
But would not a man be vext, 

To ſee them ſo rough with the blades andtheir buff, 
But not a word ont in the Text. 


We have been twelve years rag by the cars 
To prepare for a ſpi 

Mien were never ſo {pic'd with he Scepter of Chriſt | 
In the hands of a Samtin Srain. 


) 
1 Twas brew d in their Hives by Citizens wives, 
Who ventured their husbands far, 

With Robin the fool there was ne rluch a tool 
Io lead in Re womens war. 


For which the next Lent hewas made Preſident, 


e939 - :n\s | 
He was ill at Command, but worſe at a ſtand, . _ 
So they ſought out another more able: 
Then Fair. undertakes, but Nol keeps che ſtakes, 
And fends away Fox with a bauble. 

| NES, * (on'd, 
u, Conqueror the ſecond, without his hoſt reck- 
And ſo did Brown per his Mate: 
: They made a great noiſe mongſt women and boys 
But now they are both out of date. 0 


Cowardhy had hut a foulc Fortune, 
And wanted a knite to ſerape it, 

When bis Oriphice ran there was no mortal man, 
But omnibus boris ſapit. | 


Bradſhaw, the Knave, ſent the King to hjs grave, 
And on the hloud Royal did trample, 


And ere long may be made an example. 


Doriſlaur did ſteer to Hans mine heer, 


And Arkew to Don at Madril, (patcht 


Tre a man could have ſcratcht they were both dil 
Yet there they lye Leger ſtill. 


Martin and St. Fcbxs, and more with a vengeance, 
Had each a finger i th p ye: 
Some for the money, and ſome for the Conuy, 
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And (ome for they knew not why. x 
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The P®arliznenc (ate as ſnug as a Cat, 
And were playing for mine and yours : 
Sweep-ſtakes was their Game till Oliver came, 
oy And turn'd it to knave out of doors. | 
el. Then a new one was caſt, and made up in haſt, 


But alas they could do no more 
9 | Than empty our purſe, and empty us worſe _ 
Than e'r we were marred before. 


I ͤBut in a good hour they gave up their power 
To one that was wiſer than they; _ 

By common conſent *twas the firft Parliament 
That ever was felo de ſe. | 


I Atſter all this Jeer we are never the near, 
There fits one at the helm commanding 3 

One that doth us nick with a trick for our trick, 
And the ſtone in our foot notwithſtanding. 


0 He'l not relax one groat of the Tax 

1 Though it come to more than he need, 

He may keep it in tore till his need be more, 
Tis an Article of our new Creed. 


© | Sowell he hath wrought,that now he hath brought 

The Realm to the manner he meant it; ll 
The Fiſhes, aud the fowl, and the divel and all 
And the monthly pay his high rent. 


an 


i» 
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All this we muſt bear, but twould make a man ſwear 
When they call us a reformed Nation: 
It can never ſink into my head for to think 
That this is a Reformation. == 


Tis the man in the Moon, or the divel as ſoon, 

Our Laws are aſleep upon ſhelves : Cum, 

Our Charter and Freedom We may bid God ſpecd 
Tis well we can beg for our ſelves. 


Since No hath bereft us, and nothing hath left us, 
Not a horſe or an Oxe to plough land; 
Let Oliver pals, come fill up my glaſs, 
And here's a good health toRowland. 


— * ———— —é — — —_ — A 


0 H you obſetv d the wench in the ſtreet, 
She's ſcarce any hoſe or ſhooes to her fect 3. 
And when ſhe cries, ſhe ſings, 
I have hot Codlings, hot Codlings. 


Or have you ever ſcen or heard 
The mortal with his Lyon tauny beard ? 
He lives as mettily as heart can wiſh, 


And ſtill he crics, Buy a bruſh, buy a bruſh-, 
; : Sin 


ar 


ed 


n. Engliſh, Et the Trampet ſound; 1 


8 ay 8 ; 
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Since theſe are merry, why ſhould we take care? 
Muſitians, like Camelions, mult live by the Aire 3 
And let's be blithe and bonny, & no good mecting 
balk, „ (Chalk. 
What though we have no money, we ſhall find 


— ä * — 
— — — — 


2 


And the Rocks rebound, 

Our Engliſh Native's coming 3 

Let the Nations ſ warm, 

| And the Princes ſtorm 

We value not their drumming. | 
Tis not Franee, that looks ſo ſinug, 
Old faſhions ſtill renewing, 
It is not the Spanifh ſhrug, | | 
Scottiſh Cap, or Iriſh rug nas 
Nor the Dutch-mans double jug. 
Can help what is enſuing 3 
Pray, my Maſters, look about , 
Fot ſomething is a Brewing. 


He that is a Favorite confulting witk Fortune, 
If he grow not wiſer, thew he's quite uhdon; 

In a riſing creature M daily ſee certainly,” * _ 
He is a vetreater that fails to go on: * 8 


He that ina builder s trade 

Stops ere the root be made, 

By the Air may be betray'd 
And overthrown : 

He that hath a race 

And lets the Goal be won; 

He had better never run. 
But let't alone. 


Then plot rightly, 
Shew your glittering Army brightly : © 
rgc hightly; .. 
Fight ſprightly 3 , 
Fortune gives renown. 
A right riſer 
Will prize her, 
She makes all the world wiſer; 
Still ery her, 
a We'll gain by her 
A Coffin or a Crown. 


If the Dutchman or the Spaniard 
Come but to oppoſe us, 
We will _ them up at the main-yard 
do but noſe, us: 
Hans, 2. ink upon thy 42 
And then ſubmit to Spain thy Maſter 
For though riow you look like Sends, 
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Yet 
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| | Yet he will never truſt you after 3 

Drink, drink, give the D#tchmen drink, 
And let the tap and kan run faſter; 
For faith at the laſt I chink 

A Brewer will become your Maſtes. 


Let not poor Teg and Shone 
Vender from der houſes, 
Leſt dey be quite undone 
Inder very Trouſes : 
And all der Orphans beſtow'd under katches, 
And made in London free der to cry magches3 
St. Patrick wid his Harp do tun'd wid tru ſtring 
Is not fit to unty St. Heuſom s —— 
Methinks I hear 
The welch draw near, 
And from each lock a louſe trops ; 
Ap Sbon, ap LLoyd, 
WII ſend? her pot, 
For to defend her moule-rraps; 
Mounted on her Kiflebagh 
With cott ſtore of Koradagh, 
The Prittiſh war begins. LE 
With a hook her was overcome her, 
Pluck her to her; thruſt her from her, 
By cot her was break her ſhins. 
Let Tafße fret, 
And weleh-hook whet, 
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And troop up petigreesz. ; - 1197 21! 
We any tout 
Tey will ſtink us out; 227 
wit Leeks and toaſted Shen | | 


But Fockie now and Finny comes, 

Our Brethren muſt approve on't 3 

For pret a Cot dey bert der Gon: 

Only to break de Couvenant. 

Dey bore Saint Andrew's Croſs, | 

Til our art quite did rout dem, 

But when we put dem to de loſs, 

De deala about dem 

The King and Couvenant they crave, 
Their cauſe muſt needs be further'd 
Although ſo many Kings they have 
Moſt barbarouſly, baſely murthered. | 


The French. The Frenchman he will give nod cnt, 
Though he tickle in our veins 

That willingly 

We may agree, f 
To a marriage with grapes and grains: 

He conquers us with kindneſs, 

And doth ſo far entrench, 
That fair, and wiſe, and young and rich, 

Are tinified by the French : 

He prettifies us with Feathers and Fans, 


With Petticoats, Doublets, and Hoſe, 
Lnk And 


If 


If 


I | With Clarretand with Sherry; 
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And faith they ſhall — 
Bo welcome all | 

If they forbear the noſe. | 

For love or for fear, 

| Let Nations forbear ; 

If Fortune exhibit a Crown 

A Coward he 

| Mult ſurely be, 

That will not put it 6n. 


A Catch. 
Grew a Room, ſkew a Room, ſhewa Rootn; 
Here's a knot of Good fellowsare come, 
That mean for to be merry 


Each man to mirth himſelf diſpoſes, 

And fot the Reckoning tell-Noſes 3 

| Give the Red-Noſe ſorne White, 

And the Pale-Noſe ſome Clarret, rg _— 
But the Noſe that looks Blerr, 1 
ive him a 8 of Saek, twill mend kis ew. | | 


The — Fj 
VVS. ſbould a tan cate, or be i in depalg,,” , 
0 


Should Fortune * never fo unkin 
r 
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Or why Would I be fad for that I never had, 

Or fooliſhly trouble my mind ? 

For I do much hate to pine at my Fate, | 

There's none but a fool will do ſo : . 

I'll laugh and be fat, for care kills a Cat, 
And I care not howę re the world 80. 


Though I am poor, and others have ſtore, 

Why ſhould I repine at their bliſs? 

For I am content with what God hath ſent, 

And I think I do not amiſs: 

Let others have wealth, for I have health, 

And money to pay what I owe, 

I'll laugh, and be metry, and ſing oy down, down 
For I care not, Cg. 1 | (derry, 


Sorme men do ſuppoſe, even by their gay-Cloaths, 
For to be in great requeſt; 
Though mine be but bare, I am not och ſhow, 
And I think my (elf honeſtiy diet 5 
Though every man cannot ſay ſo, | 
I like that I wear, though it coli not ſo n 

For I care not, &. 


Your Epicure eats of the beſt ſort of meat 
And wine of the beſt he doth drink, 
And laies him to reſt, and thinks himſelf bleſt, 


On heaven he never doth thinks EW 


4 
7 


Tho 


CY 
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Though my fare be but courfe, I am not the worſe, 
ür ak is the better Ixnow 2 

h plain be my food, my ſtomack is godid. 


| I carc not, &. 


Your flattering Curs, that fawn upon Furs, 
And hang at Noble mens ears, 
If once they do fall, away they run all, 
And this is their flattering fears: 
Diſſembling I ſcorn, for I am free-born, 
My happineſs lies not below: Th, Ee 
Though my words want Art, I ſpeak from my heart, 
I care not, &c. 
rij, Some men do ſtrive, and mightily thrive, 
And ſome for Offices wait, 
„Much money they ſpend, and to little end, 
And repent then when it's too late; | 
Low ſbrubs are ſecure, when Cedars endure 
Great ſtorms and tempeſts below, _ 
Let others look high, for ſo will not I, 
And I carc not howeꝰre the world go. 


How to live happy. 


HE that a happy life would lead 

Lin theſe times of diſtraction, 

Let him liſten to me, and I will read 
IALedtute without K 5 

W Ba 
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Let hi m want three things, whence miſery ſprings, 
hey all begin with a letter, 


And wi th reaſon his humour fetter. 


Let not his wealth prodigious grow, 

For that breeds cares and dangers; 

Makes him envied above and hated below, 

A conſtant ſlave to ſtrangers; 

They are happieſt of all whoſe eſtates are but ſmall, 
Though but enough to maintain them, 

They may do, they may ſay, having nothing to pay, 
It wilt not quit coſt to arraign them. 


Nor would I have him clogg'd with a wife, 

For heuſhold cares incumber, 

Nor to one place to confine his life, 

Cauſc he can't remove his Lumber, 

They are happieſt far who unmarried are, 

And forrage, and all in common, 

From all ſtorms they can fiye, or if they ſhould die, 
They ruine no child nor woman. - 


Let not his brains o'r flow with wit, 
That capers 0'rdiferetion, 

It's coltly to keep, and hard to get, 
And dangerous in the poſſeſſion; 


| 1 
They are happieſt men that can ſcarce tell ten, 


And 


Let hi m bound his deſires to what nature requires, 


For 


2 


100 


Till he rimes himſelf to the Barbadows. | 
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And beat not their brains about reaſon, (ſerve 


They may ſpeak what will ſerve themſelves to pre- 
And their words are not taken for treaſon, | 


But of all fools there's none to the wit, 

For he takes pains to ſhew it, | 

His pride and his drink bring him into a fit, 

Then ſtreight heturns a Poet: 

His jeſis he flifigs at States, or at Kings, 

Or at Plays, or at Bays, or at ſhadows, 

Thinks a Verſe ſerves as well as a Circle or Cell,. 


| 
He that within theſe Lines can livę, | 
May baffle all diſaſters, LES IRE 
To Fortune and Fate commands he can give, | 
Who Wordlings call their Maſjers ; ', i 
He may ting, he may quaff, he may drink, he may 
May be mad, may be ſad, may be jolly, (laugh, 
He may ſleep without care and ſpeak without fear, 
And laugh at the world and its folly | 


A Catch. 


Hat Fortune had I, poor Maid as I am, 

To be bound in eternal yow, . | 

For ever to lye by the lide ofa man, ET 
That would, but knows not hom? / | 
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| Oh can there no pity 
Be in ſuch a City, 
Where Lads enough are to be had. 


Unfortunate Girl, that art wed to fuch woe, 
- Go ſeck thee a lively Lad. 5 


Oo ſeek for another as bad; 
Then call for no pity 
Thou dweltſt in a City, 
Where Lads enough were to be had. 


1 


And let the poor that hath nothing to ſhew ; 


Advice to Batchelors. 


E that intends to take a Wife, 
H IU tell him what a Kind of life 
He muſt be ſure to lead, 
If ſhe's a young and tender heart, 
Not documented in Loves Art, 
Much teaching ſhewill necd. 


For where there is no path, one may 
Be tix'd before he find the way,. 
Nay, when he's at his treaſure, 
The gap perhaps will prove ſo ſtraight , 
That he for entrance long may wait, 
And make a toyl of's pleaſure. 


x 


1 
71 


1 


| 


Or if one old, and py her doing, 

He will the Chamber-maid be woing, 
| To buy her ware the cheaper, 

But ifhe chuſe one moſt formoſe, 

Ripe for t, ſhe'll prove libidinous, 

| Argus himſelf ſhan't keep her. 


Far when th oſe things are neatly dreſt, 
They'l entertain each wanton gueſt, 
Dor for their honour care, 
If any give their pride a fall, | 
Th' have learn d a trick to bear withal, 


So you their charges bear. 


Or if you chance to play your game 
With a dull, fat, groſs, heavy Dame, 
Your riches to enereaſe, 
Alas ! ſhe will but jcar you for't, 
Bid you to find out better ſport, 
| Lie with a pot of greaſe 


If meager be thy delight, 


She'l conquer in venerial fight, 


And waſte thee to che bones. 
Such kind of girles, like to your Mill, 


Orelle they'l grind the ones. 
Y 4 
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The mo reyo u give, the more cravo they will, | 
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flak, d tis ods ſhe's dey'liſh proud, 
If ſhort, Zantippe like, too loud, 

If long, ſhe'l lazy be, 
Fooliſh (the Proverb ſaith) if fair, 
If wiſe and comely,danger's there, 
: Leſt ſhe do cuckold thee. | 


If ſhe bring tore of money, ſuch 
Are like to domineer too much, 
Prove Miſtris, no good wife, 
And when they cannot keep you under, 
They'l fill the houſe with ſcolding thunder, 
What worſe than ſuch a life 3 + 


But if her Dowry only he 
Beauty, farewel telivity, —— 

Thy fortunes caſt away. 
Thou muſt be ſure to ſatis ie her 
Jn belly, and in back-delire, | 
Io labour night and day. 


And rather than her pride give o'r, 
She'l turn perhaps an honoured whore, 
And thou lt Adeon d he, 
Whilſt like AGeox thou maiſt weep, 
To think thou orced art to keep, 

| Such as deyqurthee, 


Ch fm 
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If being noble thou doſt wed © 1 1 
A ſervrle Creature, baſely bred, 

Thy Family it detaces ; "% 
If being mean, one nobly born, 
She'l ſwear t'exalt a Courtlike horn, 

Thy low deſcent it graces. 


If one tongue be too much for any, 
Then he who takes a wife with many, 
Knows not what may betide him; 
She whom he did for learning honour, 
To ſcold by book will take upon her, 
Rhetorically chide him. 15 1 


If both her Parents living are, 
To pleaſe them you muſt take great care, 
Or ſpoylyourfature fortune, 
But if departed th'⁊re this life, | 
You mult be parent to your wife, | Tr 
And father all, be certain? | { 


If lewely dreſt, fair fac'd and witty, 
| Shel oftbe gadding to the City, 
Nor may you ſay her nay, 
She'l tell you (if you her deny) ' 
Since women have Terms, ſhe knows not why, 
But they ſtill keep them may. 


— 
* 
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| If you make choice of Country ware, 
Ot being Cuckold, there's leſs fear, 
: But ſtupid honeſtly _. 
May teach her how to ſleep all night; 
And take a great deal moredelight 
| To milk the Cows than thee. 


Concoction makes their blood agree 

| Tooncar, where's conſanguinity 

| Then let no kin be choſen; 

| He loſeth one part of his treaſure, 
Who thus contineth all his pleaſure 


| He'll never kave her at command, 
Who takes a wife at ſecond hand; 


The firſt cut, of that bit you love, 
If others had, why mayn't you prove 
But taſter to another? 


Beſides, if ſhe bring children many, 
Tis like by thee ſhe'] not have any, 
But prove a barren Doe; 
Or if by them, ſhe ne r had one, 
By thee *tis likely ſhe'l have none, 
A Whilſt thou for weak back go. 


The Second Part F 


To th' arms of his firſt Couzen. 


Then chuſe no widdewed mother : 


5 
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For there where other Gard'neis have been ſowing 

Their ſeed, but ne'r could find it growing 7 
You muſt expect fo too; 

And where the Terre — — 

S o' rplow'd, you muſt it fallew lay, 

And ſtill for weak back go. 


Then truſt not to a maiden face, 

Nor contidence in widdows place, 

15 Thoſe weaker veſſels may | 

Spring-leak, or ſplit againſt a rock, \ 

And when your Fame's wrapt in a ſmock, 
'Tis eaſily caſt away. X 


Yet be ſhe fair, foul, ſhort, or tall, 
You for a time may leve them all, 
Call them your ſoul, your life, 
And one by one them undermine, 
As Courtizan, or Concubine, 
| But never as married wife. 
He who conliders this, may end the ſtrife, * 
Confeſs no trouble like unto a Wife. ; 


be Second Part of. 
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, ut 8 | +2 
A Catch. 8 


F any ſo wiſe is, that Sack he deſpiſes 6 
Let him drink ſmall beer, and be ſober, 
Whilſt we drink Sack and ſing, as if it were {pring, 

He ſhall droop like the Trees in Offober. 
But be ſurc if over night this dog do you bite, 
You take it hericeforth for a warning, 

Soon as out of your bed, to ſettle your head, 
Take a hair of his tail in the morning” ö 
And be not ſo lilly to follow old Lilly, - 

For there's nothing but Sack that can tune ys, 
Let his Ne- aſſueſe a7 be put in his cap caſe, 
And ſing bi-bi-10 Vine 1 99 ö 


— — — 
, * 


4 Mock Song. 


Hen Ia Lady do intend'to flatter 
Oh, how I do begin to ohatter ; 

I {wear and vow 
How much I'd do, | 
That I might once get at her 


ing, 


Are nothing near ſo fair. 
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Iſay to kiſs her only is a Feaſt, 


A Cypids Beaver at the leaſt, 


Whilſt ſi ly ſhe 
Believeth me, ; 


And thinks I love her beſt. 


I oft her Ladyſhip compare; 
I fay the Roſe 
And Lilly, when it blowes, 


= 
Yet gazing on her face Ive ſpent ſome hours, 
Conſulted with each cheek, and all its powers, 


Unleſs below, 
In pleaſures garden-ſpring her flowers. 


Oft have I call'd her Jewel, oft have I 

Call'd true, the falle pearls of her eye, 
Yet precious ſtone 

She will have none, 

Untill with me ſhe lie. 


Oft cry I, yet I do but jeſt 
For ſure I'm ſtill, 
She never will, 


Untill 1 her have a milk white breaſt. 


349 


With thoſe fair phanfics which moſt com dy are; | 


But there none grow, 2 


With what pure whiteneſs is her boſome bleſt. 


350 The Second Part of &c. 

Then tell her by the rowling of her eyes, 

I gueſs her ſecret rarities, © | _. 
Swear he who enjoyes 

Thoſe pleaſant toyes, FE. 

Ought much to eſteem the prize. 


Thus Ladies have I learn'd in C aids ſchools, 
My Maſter Ovid r Grammer Rules : 
Thus can I prove 
Tam in love, 
And thus I make ye fools. 


> > Z OSBORN UW Wea SANS: 


Ow] confeſs I am in Love | 

Be merry in ſorrow, why are you ſaſad 
Amerillis told her ſwaine NO 
. Call for the Maſter oh this is fine 
Once was I ſad till Tgrew to be mad 
Whben firſt Mardike was made a Pre 
Of all the Crafts that I de know | 
The thirſty Earth drinks up the Rain 
To friend and to foe 2 
The Faſhions 
Tobacco that is withered quite 
There was a Fovial Tinker 
Now Gentlemen if you will hear 
The Hunt is up 
Fan old ſruldier of the Queen 
If thor will know how to chuſe a ſhrew 
Come my delicate bonny ſweet Betty 
Nay prethee don't fly me &c- , 
A fox a fox up Gallant to the field 
Ab Ab come ſee what's here 
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Lei dogs and divells dye 
A young man that in hh &c, 

There dwelt a maid &c. 

"The ſpring is coming on and our Bowl ke, 

Dotters lay by your Irksome books 

There was an oll man &c. 

Come Jack let's drink, or the Cavaleers complaint * 
The Anſwer fort 

All in tbe Land of Eſſex 


My Miftris is a Sbittle-Cock + 
Il you bear 8 ftrange thing Kc. 


Of nothing a new ſong 
Bacchus IT am come from &c. 
Be nt tho ſo fooliſh nice 
Arke me no more&Cc. 
A. Seſſions was beld the other day 
I came unto a Puritan to woe 
Good Lord what a paſs is this world &e. 
Walking abroad in a morning 
1 abe) Eigbt &c. 
Ney ont upox this f:oling for ſhame 
If every woman was ſerv d in ber kind 
Some Chriſtian People all give ear 
Come my Daphne come away 
Caſt yer Caps and eares ay 
When firſt the Scottiſh war began. 
My Bretbren all attend | . 
Come let's drink the time invites 
Iu the merry month of May 


_ 
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After the paint of a deſperate Lor e- 171 
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Bring forth your Cunny ckia 1960 - 
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2Y: The Aphoriſmes of Galen 


Calm was the Evening 
There's many a blinking Verſe &c. 


"The Black ſmith 

Come my dainty doxes 

| Come Imp Royal &c. 

' The Wiſemen * 
Fm poor is his ſpirit &. 


I am mad O noble Feſtus 


I dote I dote but am a fool &c. 
' Ladies I do here preſent | 
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Come let's frollick fill ſome Sack, 
' What is that you call a Maidenbead 


When Phœhus addreft &c. 
A Brewer myy 2 4 Burgeſs grave 


Oliver Oliver 


When I ds travell in the night 
Sir Eglamore 

If none be offended &c. 
Come drawer and fill us . 


4 The Bulls featber 


Tos talk of new England 
Come drawer turn about the Bowle 
Pray why ſhould any man complain | 


* What an aſs is be 


My maſters give audience | 


Z..2 


The Contents. 
Ne er trouble thy ſelf at the times 
Three merry boys came out of the Weſt 


— 


The Contents: 7 


I have reaſon to fly ibes 

Ibave the faireſt n 

Are hon grown ſo melane holy 15 
Sublimeſt diſcretions haue climb'd &c. 


From the fair Larinian ſhore 

Fetch me Ben 3 ” He 
Aw that the prinz & ERS: 
Of all the ſports in the works. 

The wily wily Fox 

Sbe lay a'l naked &c. 

Sime wives are good &c. „ 
Call George again n 

Pox take your miſt i. T0 SALE; 
The Anſwer i 
Sbe that will eat her N t 125i! 
gi. George for England 

Arthur F Bradley 

Ou the Oxford Feaſts 

There were three Cooks in Colobrook » 

The B'acksmith 

When Iſe cam firſt to London Town 

The merry good fellom 

Ne Rebell Reign | in) 

Hate yew obſer/d the weneh in the ſtreet 


Shew a Room ſhem a Room &c. 


Now I am _—— Eds on 


on the 7 aylor 1 2 
ew dging is on the cold ground -_._ | 


A new Medley 1 


4c by bee: Yo on 


TI 


pace SMOG. A. 4 © QO On -Þ 


| 


The Contents. 
Why ſhould a man care or be in deſpair 
life would lead | 
What fortune bad I, poor maid that I am 


He that 4 b 


He that intends to take a wife 
If any fo wiſe is, that Sack he deſpiſes 


A mock Song 


Books Printed for, or ſold by Simon 
Miller, — 8 at the Weſt-end 
of St. Paule. 


W * Qua to. 


Hyſical Experiments, being a Plam Deſcription 
of the Gauer Signs, a of moſt Diſca- 
es incident to the body of man; with a iſ- 
courſe of Witcheraft. By William Drage, Practitioner 
of Phyſick at Hitchin in Hartfordſhire. 

Bi White, upon the Sabbath. 

The Artificial Changcling, 

The life of Tamerlain. 

The Pragmatical Feſuite. A Play by Richard Car- 
penter. 


Large Ofiavo. 


Nr. Shepherd, on the Sabbath. 
The Rites of the Crown of England, as it is eſta- 
. | bliſhed 


bliſhed by Law; By Z. Bagſhaw of the i le. 
An 24 — , — 
Merry Drollery Compleat. 


Small Odlavo. 


Butler, of War, 

' Ramſey, of Poyſons 
Artimedoru g, of Dreams. 
Record, of Urines | 
The Hiſtory of Fortunatus + 
The Hiſtory of Daphui and Cloe. 


Large Twelve. 

Oxford Jeaſts. 

Dr. Smith's Practice of Phyſick. 

The third part of the Bible and New Teſtament, 
The duty of every one that will be ſaved? being 
Rules, Precepts, Promiſes, and examples, Directing 
all Perſons of what degree ſoever, how to govern, 
their Paſſions, and to live vixtuoſly and ſoberly in 
the World. Dr. Spurſtow's Meditations. - 


Small Twelves. 


The underſtanding - Chriſtians- Duty. 

A Help to Prayer. 

Hell Torments ſhaken. 

A New Method of Preſerving and Reſtoring 
Health, by the vertue of Coral aud Steel. 

David's Sling. 


